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The Acrors Nauts, 


I; Feffery Jolt, a half-witted Knight. 
Lovechange, Wenchlove, two Town-Gallants. | 
Hnthony, a Clown, Sir Jeffery's Man. 4 2 


VVousz N. 


Artezhim, the Lady Jolt. 
Tabella, a loſt Gentlewoman. 

argery, the Milkmaid to Lady Felt, her Coſin diſguiz'd, 
Tapfter. | 


The Scene IsLinGToN, or thereabouts. 


; / _ b 


Merry Milkmaid 


I SLING Tom 


Enter Sir Jeflery Jolt, Anthony bis Man. . 


_— 


CI 


Sir Jeff. Ou that call your fins your duty, obey your Ladies Riots, pre- 
Yy ſerve her ſpittle to cure your (alt Itch, and thred in Bracelets 

the Pearls that drop from her Authentick Noſe, 

Ant. Cuds heart Sir, what do you mean ? 

Sir Jeff, To cleave you from the Scull tothe Twiſt, make nine Skitties 
of thy bones, and wind thy Heart-ſtrings about my. Thumb, 

Ant« Sir, havea care what youdoy fo rotten are my limbs, that if you 
blow on me too hard, I am ſtraight ſcatter'd into ſand. 

Sir Jeff. Coward, creep into my Hour»glaſs then, and there eternally di- 
ſtinguiſh fatal tire, 

Enter Artezchim, 

Areez, What Slave diſturbs my quiet ? 

Ant. Ne're look Sir, I ſerve my Lady, and icorn to yield. 

Sir 7eff. Doft briſtle Pork- pine ? 

Ant. Take heed Sir, I have the Malady of Fraxce. 

Art. Withdraw your violence 3 it you diſorder but a hair that belongs 
to my meaneſi Groom, I will proclaim my {upcriority and rule i'th? ttreaes, 

Sir 7c. Hell cannut mils thee long. | ; 

Art. lufulc in thy own Pigs fiy, this Apartment calls me Soveraign : Tos 
»y, ſend in one that waits there, 

Sir Jeff. What will ſhe doat lalt ? 

Art. A flow device Sir, but of my own braiv. 

Enter Lovechange. 

Sir Feff. What art thou ? 

Love. A kind Gucſt invited here. Sir Feff. To what ? 

Love, To'taſte youx Wives Gammeuns, 

Sir Feff. Bold Sir, be in your ſpecch more plain, 

Love, I come to get Children for you. : 

Art. Do you want plainer Parapbralc z he is my ſervant Sir, my Stallion 
if I pleaſe, a Courtly complement, ard much in uſe among Ladies of my 
growth and blood, B tir Fifa 


2 The Merry Milkmaid of 1/ingtor. 

Sir eff. O my cold blood, this Woman will diſtract me. 

Art. You ſee I'm furniſh'd, now your Concubine may ſhare you and the 
houſe in peace. 

Sir Feff. Tſtcp my ears tothy bold clamours : But for you Sir, the mi- 
nutes you muſt waſte on Earti are few. 

Lwe, This I conſider Sir, and therefore make ach haſt to mingle with 
your Wife, that the kiad World may have ſome Iſſue trom my Loyns. 

Sir Feff« If this prove true, may Cats piſs out my eyes, { Love. draws. 

Art, Hold weak Feff. or clſc I'le wound thy heart. [ Art. draws # Dagger. 

Love: W you advance one inch beyond that Chink, Ple through the ſtreecs 
blow yourDirge, with the great Horn that grows upon your Brow. 

Sir F:#. A wholz ſhower of Gall is fallkenat once, | . 

Love. *Uds life Sir, come to eaſe the labour of your body, and you want 
courtefic to return thasks. | 

Art. Hang him ingrateful. \, 

Love. But what hereafter I perform, ſhall be for your Ladies. ſake, not 
yours. 
Sir 7:f. For all this, I know ycu will not wrong my Bed. 

Love, Who told you fo ? 

Sir Feff. I read it in your Noble Feature, and your ſhape. 

Love. Thebetter ſhapt I am Sir, the more cauſe you'l have tolove the I& 
fuc I ſhall get upon your Wife, 

Sir Feff. I know thou ſcorns to do't. 

Love. Not I, believ't Sir, I muſt do't; is your Lady fruitful, I would be 
both to looſe my labour on her. 


Sir Zeff. Death and the Devil, [ Offers to drawy they laugh at bim, 
Art, Vile have a Trumpet and a Drum, and found to the world thy 
uving ſhame. 


Love. O tic Sir ! what own your diſgrace aloud, as if you were proud on't. 

Art. Nay it becomes you finely. 

Love. You think becauſe you'r curſt we'll allow you ſhort Horns 3 no, Fle 
graft upon your head a pair (o tall, they ſhall go ncar to prick the very Plance 
that ruPd at your Nativity: 

Art. He ileeps, 

Love. Take down a Cuſhion and pray Sir, you cannot chuſe but know the 
frailty of the times, the ſurfeits of the Womb, and how great Ladics uſe to 
relieve their appetites 3 your own confethion of my parts commends your 
_ : her choice 3 there be them that fin with feeble Uſbers, and wither'd 

warls- 

Art. He wants judgment to conſider this, 

Live. I merit bettex looks Sir, that muſt thraſh all night for you, and 
without wages too Sir. 

Art, Deadas a Monument tet us leave him. 

Love. Hadhe chole the Devil for h.s Phyfictan, he could ne*re come by the 

like Cordial, [ Exeunt ambo. 


Sir Zeff. 
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I COPY Enter Iſabella sl xe. (Exit. 


4. The day begins to breaks and trembling light, as if affti i 
the bes Aiſaſter, feals through the fartheſt _ = =y WR na 
degrees ſalutes my weary longings: new fears aſſault Singing within. 
me3 *tis a Womans voice, and chearfully expreſſes her 
freedome : Be propitious thou Regent of my Fate, and guide herhither to 
my comfort. 


Enter Margery ſinging, as going 4 Milkange 

Marg, What a pleaſant life the Milkmaids lead, 

She #rips aud dances o're the Mead , 

Sbe dabbles in Dew, and ſings to ber Cow, 

And cryes fond love, I defie tbee now ; 

She ſleeps in the night, though ſhe toyls in the day, 
And merrily paſſeth ber time away. 

Marg. Ha! what filken Butterflies yonder 4 ſhe looks not like one that had 
kept her ſelf warmat the Brick-kills; yet falk Perticoats many limes are glad 
of worſe lodging. - 

Iſa. Goodmorrow Maid, 

Marg. Should I ſalute you fo, *twould bring my wit in queſtion ; pray 
what are you? 

Iſa. A diſireſſed Maid. 

Marg. A Maid at your years, and lo near Lo»dox ! where the ſale of a 
Maidenhead at fiftcen is as rare as a light Wenches Converſion, 

Iſa. Gocd Maid, Wiſe, or Widdow, for ſure you are a woman, do me a 
courteous cffice, and guide me to ſome houſe. 

Marge It ſeems you are a kind Country Gentlewoman, that has beftow'd 
your Maidenhead on your Fathers man, and are come up to have a Citizen 
falder your broken ware 3 the policy is grown fiale, *t would hardly take, ever 
Gnce the Ballet curſt the Carrier that brought her to Town. 

Iſa. Doyou from the abundance of your own ills ſuſpe mine ? 

Marg, The Toy is angry, it would fain counterfeit ſomething to make me 
her Agent but you are deceived my pretty morſe} of wantonneſs, my (elf 
and my Pale are both honeſt; 1 am not the Blades Intelligencer, whether 
Doll and M'/] remove their lodgings to eſcape the Conſtable, and Bridewell : 
I will tomy Cows, and leave you to the fate of the morning diſpzir not 
of a Cuſtomer, bur be ſure I catch you not rapping, for if I do, expe no 
mercy, for I hate Hedge-coupling wol fe than faſting at Chriſtmas, 

Iſa, If you are good, ſtay and comfort me, the fenle of my diſtreſs ſtops 
further ſpeech. [ Sounds. 

Marg. Ha! ſhe ſounds poor Gentlewoman 4 ſhould ſhe miſcarry, I were 
:n davger of being thought her Murdercls 3 alas ſhe's dead : why Tony, To= 
xy, help me, a Gcntlewoman is fallca dead. 

Enter Anthony, 


Ant. Why, what is ſhe dead ? 
B 2 Marg, 
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Marg. Nay, that's as hard to tel] as the ſacceſs of my danger. 

Ant Is ſhequite dead > May, 1, I: quite dead. 

Ant. And are not you in a-pickle Margery? ſhe is not dead, ſhe moves. 

Mug. Pull her by:the Noſe. 

Ant. 1,T, pull it offs no matter for ſpoiling her face, if ſhe be dead. 

Marg. Wring herby the little finger, 

Ant. Her little tinger is ring'd, and 1'de wring ic off if I could. 

Marg. No robbing of the dcad Tony. 

Ant. Why, what a Devil ſhould the Dead do with living moveables? 

Marg. Caſt water in her face, 

Ant. Blow wind in her Arſe; can- water make one alive that's dead, un- 
lels it be hot water ? Marg. She firs, give her more ayr. 

Iſa. E're you return me tomy angry Unkle, my ſoul ſhall fly, and meet 
with my deareſt imbraces. 

Ant, Why, what a Devil do you mean, Miſtreſs Gentlewomane 

Iſa. You are murtherers of all my content, you ferve the world for baſe 
reward, and that ſhall render you baſe to opinion. 

Ant. Prethce Margery let me conjure down this Devil in her tongue, 'twill 
raiſe a Tempeſt elſe, murderers and baſe? pray Gentlewoman, who do you 
ſpeak all this to? Iſa. To you, the injurers of my love, 

Aut. Hey day ! ſhe's mad; love with a yengeance 3 come, come, I muſt 
take her aſide, and give her ſatisfaction. 

Marg. I pity your feeling ſorrows, would Iconld comfort you- 

Tſae. Since my diſtreſs hzs. made me an objec. of your pity, pray lead me 
to fone houſe, for I am wondrous fainr. 

Marg. That I will, what &re comes on't, [Exit Marg. Iſa. 

Ant. Bu: pray Margery forget not my Breakfaſt; riſing early, and ram- 
bling about, has got me a gcod ftomachz yet I could be content to falt with 
fuch laced Mutton, and a gud Callice, more than half a morning. 

Enter Artczehim. 

Art. -The blind that Lovcebange and I caſt upon our ations, muli be with- 
drawn with diſcretion, lelt my Reputation fall iu the Encounter, 

Ant. Here's my Lady now for a trick to put upon her ty revenge my 
Maſters wrongs: Madam, as I- was in the Market to fetch ſweee Bryar, I 
met a Maid; ſhe told me (he was in danger of loſing a piece of ground 
which was her own by Inheritance, and left her by her Mother > now 
there's a Knight would fain incloſe it, and lay it to part of his Mannour. 

Art. Where lies this Lazd > 

Ant. Not tar off, ſhe would be content to let him cnjoy.ic after her de- 
ccafc, if that would (crve his turn, 

Art. Has ſhe given you any writing to make me better underſtand the 
mattci ? 

Ant. This is tte Survey, not only of the Mannour it ſelf, but the Mea- 
dow, Paſture, Pow land, Cengy*barrow, Fiſh-pond, Hedge, Ditch and Buſh 
that ſta1ds in't, 


Art, My. 
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Art» My Husbands hand to't, and a Loves letter 3 where had it you? 

Ant. From the aforeſaid party, that would fain keep the forefaid Land 
from the forefaid Knights fingers. 
Art. Sir Jeffery turn'd Ranger ? 
Ant. Madam, you are a good Hunterefs ; though ſhe love now and theu 
to have a private Borrow ferrited for her own pleaſure, yet ſhe won't allow 
him to run down a Deer : Sir Feffery would: fain be a Ranger, hut ſhe re- 
queſts you fo let him run a Courſe in your own Park ; if you'l not do it for 
love then do't for money z ſhe has no- Silver, but there's Gold z or elſe (he 
prays you to Ring him by this Tokes, -and {o you ſhall be ſure bis Noſe will 
not be routing in other foiks Paſturcs, 

Art. This Purſe and Ring was mine, I know them, to requite your 
pains, take thou the Gold, 
Ant. No not I, ſOI may be call'd in queſtion it I came honeſtly by it. 
Art. Theſc lines are even, the Arrows love let fly, 

The very Inkdropt out of Venus Eye : "i 

To me hene're thus writ ; 

But Luſt can ſet a double edge on Wit. 
Ant. Nay, that's true Madam, a Wench can whet any thing, if it be nat 
too dull. Art. What is the Creature ? 
Ant. One of thoſe Creatures that are contrary to Man, a Woman, 
Art. What manner of Woman ? 
Ant. Atiny Woman, lower than your Ladyſhip by the head and (houl- 
dcrs, but as mad a Wench as ever untycd a Pcetticoat. 
A"t. Why ſhould the ſend back theſe, and by you 2 

Exter Sir |cficry, : 

Ant. Ware, ware, there's knavery i'th* wind. 
Art. Did not heſend them by you? 
At. Never, never, I hope you won't put that upon we, 
Art. Are you {6 cloſe you Baud, you FPandring Slave ? 
Sir Feff. Why how now Wife, what's your quarrel? 
Ars. Out of my fight baſe Varlet, 'get thee gone. | | 
Sir Feff. Away you Rogue 3 what grown a-fighter.z prethce. what's the 
matter, how you change, ſurely you are not well, [ Exiz Authouy, 
Art. Allis not well indeed. [ She-kneels. 
Sir 7-f. Why doſt kneel ? 
Art. Earth is fins Cuſhion, . Sir Feffery, Husband I dare not call thee; I 
have ftoln that Jewel of my chaft Honour, which was only thine, and gt- 
ven it to a ſlave, Sir eff. Ha / 
Art. Qa thy Pillow Adultery and Luſt have ſlept, thy Groom has clim'd 
the unlawful Tree, and pluckr the ſweets, a Villain has ,uſurp'd the Hugoauds 


= 


Shcets. 


Sir Jeff. Did.I out of a ſound faith in you forget the Gozti; Moufter you 
entertained, thinking not to fret my ſoul by your ſeeming TJudenels, and nov 
to aCt the fault, indeed; *uds death, whe walt made.me-a Cucocld, who 
waſt? A£rt. Your man 7Toxy. | 9) 
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Sir Feff. Woiſe than damnation, bold Strumpct, hang mot on me, think 
Fle be aBahd to-a Whore, and my Wite roo? . | 
Art, All I beg is, uſe me how you will, bat darken the Clouds of my ſhame, 
Sir Feff. How, conceal my Horns, they cannot be hid, nor ſhall my xc» 
venge 3 could not I feed your appetite ? : 
O women, you werecreatcd Angels pure and fair, 
But fince the Fall you tempting D-vils are : 
You ſhould be mans bli's, but you prove our Rods, 
Was there no women, men might live like Gods: 
Get from my ſight henceforth , and from my Bcd, 
T'lc with no Strumpets breath be poyloned. 
But how drew you him in, or could he bewitch you, how was the manner ? 
Art. Why thus: Firſt he aſſaulted me with this Battery of beaten Gold, 
Yet I held out but at laſt, when this was ſhot, it charm'd me : what, do 
you ch3nge ? who ſent this Diamond to your Wench? could not I feed your 
appetite ? 
O men, you were created Angels pure and fair, 
But fince the Fall you worle than Devils are : 
You ſhould our Shiclds be, but you prove our Rods, 
Were there no men. women might live like Gods. 
Guilty Sir Feffery ? Sir Jeff. Yes guilty, my Lady. 
Art, Nay, you may laugh but henceforth ſhun my Bed, 
With-no Whores leavings Ple be poyſoned. {Exits 
Sir 7ef. O'rercack'd (o finely ; 'tis the very Diamond and Letter which 
Iſcnt; this Villain has diſcover'd all : well, this is the ſecond trick ſhe has 
Put upon me z ſhe varies more in mind thane*re the wind had points, ſill I 
the fool muſt bez but if I break her, who is ſhe or me. [ Exexnt. 


ACT II, 


Enter Iſabella in Margeries Cloathr, and Margery i: bers. 
Marg. I Hope you are ſatisfied; bur to what end this change is, Iawould fain 
be inſtructed. 

Iz. Te tell you, when I left my Unitles houſe, in a few minutes I was 
purſued 3 now this diſguize ſhall help me ſcape the ſearch. 

Marg. Now out upon't, had I no better opinion of yourhoneſty than of 
your wit, both which ſinell altogether of the Country, Ide leave you to 
ſeek your own Adventures: you have gentilifd me with your Cloaths, and 
you arc handſome enotigh in mine 3 for though I am but a Milk-wench, I 
ever loy*d neatneſs : now you ſhall be my Maid, and wait on me to the Ci- 
ty, if 1 find not out your Sweetheart, let me nc*re b2 accounted a Prophe- 
tefs ; and I'm ſure I have foretold weather from the turning up of my Cows 
Tail. 

I/a. Diſpoſe of me as you will now, love has arm'd me with reſolution. 

Marg. In 
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Marg. To this diſguize Fle meet: the Blade that Counts me cvery morning 
when | go a Milking to Iſington, my condition is too Jow to win upon his 
defaves to marry me, and the other thing without it he ſhall never have, 
for I conceive it willnot be for my honour. [ Tony within. 
Ant. Why Margery, Margery, 1 ay, my Breakfaftz a quick ſupply of 
meat, drink, and ſleep, or I rage prclently. 
Iſa. Bleſs me, what's that/ 
Marg. Why "tis Tony, my Maſters Rogue, and my Ladies Knave. 
Iſa, He'll ſpoil all again- Enter Anthony. 
Ant. Where's this clean-waſh'd Chitt:rline. come give me my Breakfall : 
Hay day! Maygery gentlefi'd, and this Miſtreſs that was ready to die for love 
Margerifi'd ! Now I (wear by Hunger, and tha.'s a ſtrong Oath, I think wo- 
wen have more Vagarics, than the Devil would have Clients, if he were a 
Lawyer, and pleaded without Fees. 
Marg. Keep counſel Sirrah, you had beſt 3 and if my Lady ask for me, fay 
I wont be loſt long : fo farewel Tony. [Exit Marg. Ifab. 
Ant. You will not be loſt long » he's likely to have a ſweet match of it 
that finds you, yet I could be content my ſeven yearsfervice wereno worſe 
rewarded, but the Baggage is as coy as an Aldermans eldeſt Daughter 3 ſhe 
has beaten me a hundred times (Coward that I was for ſuffering it) for at- 
tcmpting to kiſs her : it my hand had ſlipt going over a Stile or ſo, *twould 
not have vext me to have kilt hex hand fo, though thrown in my face; but 
now I will revenge it upon her Cream Bowls, over whoſe {weets I will 
triumph. | 
New miſchief, Iam again delaid, if I forbeax my Breakfaſt but two mi- 
nutes longer, my Guts will ſhripk to Minikin, which Vie bequeath to the 
poor Fidlers at 1ſington for a May-day Legacy. 
Enter Wenchlove, Artez. 
Art. Mr. Wenchlove, fuch a kind of woman my Maid met withall, but as 
how 1am ignorant : Sirrah, call Afargery forth, 
Ant, Which, your Margery Gentlewoman, or your Gentlewoman Mar- 
gery? Art. Yourtrifling's unſcaſonable, Sirzah, 
Ant. Why Madam, Mzrgery is no more plain Margery, but Margery in 
ſilks, the Gentlewoman and the arc run out of themſelves onc into anther. 
Wen. But where are they ? 
Ant. For ought Iknow run away one with another. 
Art.-Do you run after, and call *ums back, 
Ant, *Tis impoſſible, who knows which way they aze gone ? befides *tis 
2 miit would choak a Brewers Horſe, I can't ſee one hand trom rother. 
Wen. Madam, my ſufpition prompts me you are treacherous, and thcfe 
fair ſeeming undertakings traps to catch me, . 
Art, Nay then what Mr. Lovechange has told me is frue: Sirrah, do you. 
try to overtake them, and we'll follows | | 
Ant. Oh killing Command ! the beſt is it break my Heart, no matter 
then for my Bcily 3 Hunger. I defic thee, Revenge I hug thee, I will lead 
a 
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2 Wild-gooſe Chace till I come to Tlington, where 1: will ſcore two dozen, 
and reckon with'my Hoſtefſcs Maid, whoſe Belly 1: have falld with Mary- 
bones and Pudden. | [ Exit, 
IVen. Now Madam, why do you took ſo wiltly on me ? 

Art. I, I, *tis{o, now thelove of mans ſociety defend me from this abu- 


\cr of Creationz come not near me thou man of Cloats, thou Mauking of 


Virility, thou half woman, and ali beaft, or with theſe Nails I will cear out 
thy eyes, and all thedouble things avout thee. $ | 

Wen. Be milder Madam, there's — in me appears tomy ſelf fo full 
of guilt, chat it ſhould deſerve a reproach from you a ſtranger. 


Art. There's nothing in you mdeecd Sir, your friend has given'me your 


Character; you pretend to hate: women, becaule women have realon to 
Hate you! | 

Wen. T hate women by my love of pleafure, no delight has any reliſh 
on the' wanton palat of my defires, unleſs ſeaſoned with what's derived 
Hrom them, 

Art. Yes Sir, you may take delight in them, but they littlein you ; come 
Kot ncar me, there's infection in't > 'my blood defires no freezing, the Sum- 
mer of my Youth is not yet half ſpent, or it it were Winter with me, high 
tceding and caſe requires ſomething. 

Wen. She takes me for an Eunuch ſure, Lovechange has overdone his part; 
ſhe has foiPd him, and now he hopes my downfal : {weet Madam hear me, 
I love you, and mydefires are throughly tired, and burn my blood, which no- 
thing can ſquench but your free enjoying. 

Avyt, Say you fo, why Iama Womin' Sir. | 

Wen. 1 think you are, and one rtiade up for pleaſure more than the dull 
converſe of what's defc&ive. - 

Art. You ſay true Sir, I hear it with a heavy heart, but I hope Sir you 
would not have me make my Husband a Cuckold 3 I'lc lead him by the Noſe 
t11] T puta trick upon him. , - [ Aſide. 

Wer Fic, char's a groſs conſtruction, ouly ſhame and common kgowledge 
dvcs it, not thea& of a Wives wantonnels, 

Art. IT nced no inſtructions for fecrefie, truſt me a handſome Gentlewo- 
man, 'dare you kiſs me Sir ? 

IVen. Now it may come about a Pledge for what ſhall follow. 

Art. Pray Sir, is this &'fit-place'to-make-ones Husband a;/Cuckold in ? 

IVen. Oh the fitteſt place in the world, Ict; not any weak excuſe rob my 
hopes of enjoying you, 1 77 021 | | 

Art. Sir, 1 defie weaknels, ſhould ſome of my ſervants gome. 

—- | ' Enter Iſabclla, 
Iz. Ha Werchlove { all the Race of: mavkind:15; talle; I''e watch this cager 
rut heh pur: apon my Lady; and ind a wayttor revenge 3 , 1do love, but 
*tis honourably: and that's a Crime now a+days,*. 
' 1}4%F. Comic; *tome ; we tools the time that might make the plcaſurc 
frunttul, * | | 


t, 


Art. Ta- 
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Art. Indeed I durſt ne venture ta make him a Cuckold, if I were fare 
you would get a Boy. 

Hen. Oh! that's doubly ſweet. Art, And ſhall he be like the Father > 

#/eu. Asever Citizens Son was. | 

Art. 1 mean my Husband, ' Yen. Tam a Courtier, 

Art. Kind Sir, you deſerve it for your policy 3 but Iam (o fraid. 

Wen. Miſchief on thele delays. [Sir Jctf. within. 

Feffe Artezhim, where arc you? 

Art. O me ! what ſhall Ido? my Honour, my Honour / 

Wen. Vexation racks me, prevented at the very point of happinefs, 

Art. Pray hide your ſelf, Sir Feffery will bolt out this way I fear. 

"Fen, Pox on't where, where ? [ Gets into the Tub. 

Art. Happy fortune here's an empty Tub, get in as nimbly Sir, as if 
you were a leaping your Neighbours Pale to have a run at his Deer, 

Exter Sir Jett. 

Zeff. O 4rtezhim | I have got a ſound Bottle in my head, it o're=char« 

es tmcs 

Art. You make noſcruple of preiling upon Womens Retirements, 

Wen. Would he was drunk as the Devil with Wine mixt with Opium, 
that he might ſleep for a fortnight. [ Speaks out of the Tub. 

Feff, Hum, what's that Wike? O my ſtomack's fick as a Cat after cating 
Candles ends VWen. Would there was nine Kitlings in't, 

Art. Step into the Yard, let not the (ſervants lee your debauckeries, 

Feff. O 1 am taken quick ! why not in this Tub? 

Art, Fic Beaſt, detile a neceſſary implement of Huſwits yz you have been 
drinking of Healths to Cuckolds, your old trolick, 

Wen. He might have been one himſclt. had not the Devil brought him 
home an hour too ſoon. [ Lovechange to them, 

Love. O Madam ! where's Sir Feffery? Fie, fiz, what flinch us, and run 
home. 

Fiff. O my head, Mr. Lovechange; my head z what (ball I do. Wife ? 

Love. You have received a blow of the forchead, it looks as it *twere 
ſwcelPd. 

Art. No Sir, you nor no man elſc has given him a bloW there yet, I can't 
tell when it may be done » there's no more than what bas been ever lince 1 
was his Wife, three years and more, along time of barrenneſs, 

Enter Iſabella with a Pale. 

Iſa. O Lord, Madam ! why ſtay you here ? we are a coming to waſh. 

[ Throw 5 water ixto the Tub+ 
eff. Oh ! Oh ! I am fick, Tam lick. [Runs to the Ib, Wench. tarts up, 
Ien, Hold, hold, *eds will you drown'd me. 

Love. How now Tom, what makes you here ? 

eff. Oh miſchiet on you Sir, you have ſpoil'd a good Vomit 3 Ile lay my 

life he hid himſcli from my Wite 3 you told me he was a woman hates ; 

alas poor Gentleman, to ſee how things will happen, 
C 
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Wen. Hell take your Wife, and you too; accurſed woman that in your 
curſe made man ſo; Pox of your delays, and fearful denials. 

Love. What, ſcold ſo quickly after you Cacking ? 

Fiff- Good heart, but that he can't endure a woman, he ſhonld kiſs my 
Wife for amends. 

Art. I came hither Sir, for ſomething clſe thanto be ſcolded at. 

Feff. Come, come, vex him no more, Ple go ſleep a little, [Exit Jctf,Art, 

Love. There will be a ſafe opportunity for me, [love this Cuckold-making, 

Hen. Though you intended a R:formation for your (elf, you might for. 
bear me, this was your plot, 

Love, Mine ! I never reſolved ſtaidne(s, but 1 could alter for my plea- 
ſure, nor can I hate or envy it in others, I am only ſorry Tow that you ſhould 
drink water aftcr your {ſweet Meats. 


Wen. O Tory, have you made any diſcovery ? [To them Tony. 
- Love. Have you bcen in fearch of the two Wenches I ſaw croſs. the Fields 
towards Hington. 


Ton. O then you took notice of *um ſhe in the Silk-Gown you ſhall 
have Mr. Lovechange, and the Milk-wench you ſhall have Mr. Wenehlove, 1 
have been condogging with her about it. 

Both. Thanks honeſt Toxy, there's ſomething for thee, 

| [ He takes the Money, bis arms croſs behind him, 

Ton.. So Sirs, now here, now there, and now here, 

Wen. But Tony, what is the Milk-wenches condition ? 

Ton. Oh womanifh, Sirz ſhell cry when ſhe's angry, laugh when ſhe's 
tickled, and befick when ſhe can't have her will. 

Wen. L mean her Calling, Ton. She is call'd Margery. 

Wen. Her Profeſſion then, 

Ton. No: very honeſt, and yet very honeſt ; ſhe chears all che world that 
thinks ſhe is wanton 3 but you will tind that neithes your Aunts, nor your 
Coſins, can keep their Legs ſo cloſe. 

Wen. There's more money for thee, I will try that. 

Ton. You are as bountiful as a new-made Knight that's in hope of pre- 
ferment. 

Love. But what ſayſt thou to that Imuſt have ; how was ſhe born ? 

Ton, Why that you had bett ask the Midwife, 

Love. Is ſhe a Gentlewoman, or not ? 

Ton. She is, and ſhe is not; ſhe is a Gentlewoman, becauſe ſhe loves pride, 
which makes Gentlewomen apt to fall, eſpecially waiting Gentlewomen 3 
then ſhe is no Gentlewoman, becauſe, becauſe, becauſe. 

Lov. Prethee no more. 

Ton. *Tis well he interrupted me, for *cgxd I had no more Reaſon. than. a 
Horſe : But Sir, I will bring her to the bar of your preſence, where the may 
anſwer. for her {:1f, whilſt I: convert your bounty. into wholeſome nouriſh- 


ment, from a Bottle of Canary, and have about with my own Tuznep. Exit-. 
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Enter Iſabella and Margery. 

Love, By your Teave, fair Maid. 

Marg. What would you have Sir 2. 

Love. A little pleaſure Sweet come, come, what's your price ? 

Morg. You miſtake me, I aſſure you Sir. 

Love. As if I had not practiſed Wenching ſufficiently to underfiand a 
ſeeming modeſiy, I'le came tg your Lodging when I know where it is : buc- 
ſay your price, a Guiney, or half a Crown, 

Iſa. Have 1 found you Gallant, *tis he who I too fondly do affe&: but 
murn, the truth is Sir, I have a-Maiden-head yet, though it be agreed for, 
therefore I am dearer Sir. 

Wen. Nay Sweetheart, thou ſhalt ſerve, thy Miſtreſs is too dear, I am 
loath to pay too dear for Repentance3 *tis but changing Offices, let her hold 
the door for thee. 

Marg. Pray ſpeak, and meancivilly, you'l not be welcome elſe, 

Wen. Gcod Lady light heels, give your ſervant leave to practiſe the 
Trade you have taught her, that ſuch perfeRion as appears in this woman 
ſhould be fold to every baſe deſire: come Wench, I like thy brown -com- 
plexion, thou doſt not paint, and art the likelier to be the wholeſomer. 

Marg. Good Gentleman, he's jealous, and would circumvent her. 

Wen, Here's half a Crown Girl, methinks *tis a fair rate. 

Iſa. What's in me to grant you ſhall command, 

Wer. Itake your word, the pleaſure of your Bed I muſt have, I will re- 
ward it with a new Gown; come dally not with coy denials. 

Marg. I marry Sir, but not in this place; but if you pleaſe, [Whiſpers, 

I/a. Now Jcalouſic inſtruQt me, I fear this woman's nought, 

IWen. *Tis a motion I like, the pains will make the pleaſure more {weet 
in the enjoying, 

Marg. Mr. Lovechange, Vie in a word inform you, [TP hiſpere. 

Jſa. How Fate conſpires to make me miſerable ? 

Love, I thank thee, and approve of thy advice 3 what ſay you Tom to the 
Fidlers ? . 

Wen. With all my heart, ſend in the Minſtrils. 

Enter Anthony, ld Hoſteſs, both drunk. 

Ant. T, 1, we will be merry, and in the gallant faſhion: Gentiemen, 
Muſick is common, no man ſhall friop my cars, nos my throat, we muſt 
put in amongſt you. 

Love. By all means Toxy, 'twill compleat the Medly. [Dance. 

Ant. Nay, we know what belongs to that, | Love. kiſs the women, 
Come away, [They kiſs, and reel out. Excunt, 
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Sir Jeffery afltep in 8 Chair. Enter Lovechange, Artezh. 
Art. The eftc&s of drinking {1 could ene curſermy own kindneſs, that 

Oo am ready ftill tomake,more of: him; ghan he does of me. 

Lov:. Why don't you then ? N22 X 

Art, What Sir, I warrant you'd make him a Cuckold. | 

Love. *Tis only giving a friend leave to do you a pleaſure in carneſt, which 
you made me make him believe I would do: the truth is, I do now love 
you heartily, and havedallicd my ſelf into a flame. 

Art. Nay, Mr. Lovechenge, you were ever kind, but are you as well arm'd 
as you uſed to go if he ſhould prove t ubborn ; now *will work. | Afide. 

Love. No faith, I mult truſt to my fingle valour, come, demur not, '|ct 
me enjoy thoſe forbidden {weets, be affured my (ecrefic is as tirm as Night 
and Locks, 

Art. Secrclie, Mr. Lovechange, no, Fle be open to all the world, nor will 
F diſtinguiſh places, dark or light, *tis all one to me, were it before my Huf- 
bands face. 

Love. Hear then, he ſleeps (:curcly, never dreaming cf any Forcheads 
arming. 

Arz, Fie Sir, you are ſuch atempter, pray forbear, many.a woman would 
not ho'dout fo long. 

Live, Conſent then ſweet Lady, and we'll to it ſtraight, 

Feff. (Snores) Ware Horns there, 

L:ve. Omiſchiet ! what noiſe has waked him? 

Art. An irfirmity he has got to talk in his ſleep : nay, I aſſure you, he 
will riſe ſometimes, and do the ofhice of a waking nian.in his dream, and 
not know of it in the morning, 

Ff. Room fora Head man of the Pariſh, a Monſter of his Wives making. 

Art, O wicked man !: he dreams now that I would make him a Cuckold. 

Love. Pray Fove it be no counterfeit. [Sir Jc, pulls Love. by the ears, 

eff. And, have I taken you Sir Lancelot ? would you be billing with my 
Guinivere? Love. Helpto pull him off, Madam. 

Fe. For this-attewps King Artbxr does degrade. thee, from a Knight of 
his Round Table, to be a Squire of his VVives Body 3 ſo conduct me to 
my Bed, where I will beget a Race of VVarriours ſhall Cage the Great 
Turk again! and reitore Conſtantinople tothe Emperour, 

Love. You miſtake : Oh / *uds death, my Perriwig is pot a Turbant, 

Feff. Peace follows Victory, now let me 3clt, 

Art. Pray. Sir forgive him, I dare undertake he'll be forry when he 
wakes, if any thing Lcan do can make amends. | Smiles aſides 

Lqve. Prove his dream true, when the ſmart's over I ſhall forgets 
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Enter Tapſter. 
oo I deem, ſome Ladies in the houſe are not well, and defire your af- 
nce. | 
eF. VVho wants affiftance ? who breaks the Kings Peace ? fetch me a 
Conſtables Staff, Love. He'll dream again, had I beſt lay ? 

Art. Now Drunkatd, are you recover'd yet ? 

Feff- VWhat, Mr. Lovechange, and my Wife , where's the reſt of your 
Company ? 

Art. Gone, being weary of ſuch a Sot as you are, to be drunk ſo early : 
I had done well to have ſerved you in your own kind; here was Company 
enough to have brought me home, and ſome not far cff that uſed me kindly, 
a you ſnorted to fright the Fleas, and dream perhaps ſome wickedneſs 
of me. | 
oF. Come, come, Ple buy my pardon with a new Gown, and a journey 
into the Country for a Month, 

Art. You know I am eafie to be wrought upon. 

Tap. Will you diſcharge Mr. Lovechange ? 

Love. Not ſo willingly, though I value it not; no revenge of this dream« 
ing Fox : what is the Reckoning? Tap. Nine and eleven pence. 

Zeff. How's that ? lets have the particulars, Mr. Lovechange ſhall know 
how he. parts with his moncy. Love. Shall he fo, kind S.r? ,. | 

Tat. Why Sir, Cakes two ſhillings , Ale as much, a quart of mortified 
Claret eighteen pence, fiew'd Pruens a ſhilling, Art. That's toodear. 

Tap. Truly they coſt a peny a. pourd of the one-handed Coftermonger, 
out of his Wives Fiſh Basket  aquart of Cream half a Crown. 

Love. That's exceſſive. 

Tap. Not it you conſider how many Carriers Eggs miſcarried* in the 
making of it, and the charge of Ifinglaſs, and other ingredients,. to make 
Cream of the ſour milk. 

Art. All this does not amount to what you demand. 

Tap. I can make more, two three peny Papers. of Sugar a fhilling, than 


A 


.you had bread Sir. 


Feff. Yes, and drink too Sir, my head takes notice of tirat. 

Tap. 'Tis granted Sir, a pound of Sauſages, and fofty other things, make 
it right, our. Bar never.errs. 

L:ve. This can't be, Vle talk with your Miſtreſs my (elf. [ Exit, 

Fff. 1, do Sir, know what you do, put it to her Conlcience, 

Ari, Owl, when do you think he'll find that, (he's too deep for you or 
him either 3 prethee talk ſenſe. | | 

eff. No matter, hell pay all 3. where is he Tapſter ? Tep-. Gone Sir, 

Zeff, How, gone ! give me my Sword and Bclt.. 

Tap. I muſt have the Reckoning firſt, 

Zeff.. Muſt I pay, muſt l ? | 

Art, This revenge he took for your beating hin in your f[:zztp 3 FEwure 
rant you never dreamt of all this now... Wants = 
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Jeff. Has he ſuch tricks ? well, *tis no matrer, *tis but a large Groat for 
bag drunk. Here Sirtah, | Exexnt ambe. 

Tap, You'r welcome Sir, ſome profit comes from hence, 

1 have o're-reckon'd nine and twenty pence. 
Enter Tabella, Anthony. 

Ant. My Maſter muſt have a fair Courſe with you; and ſo he bid me 
tell you, beſides what other kindnefles he will do for you: but ftuff your 
Pannier, he's reſolved to do. 

Iſs, Ah Anthony ! why ſhould his laſiful thoughts be bent at me? ſome 
timely Guardian Angel reſcue me from his foul intent. 

Ant. A Pox of this whining ; what an unreaſonable thing you are 2 
there's hardly aquarter in the houſe that you may not reſt your limbs in; 
and. becauſe he has a mind to tire himſelf in one quarter of yours, you 
count your (ef ill uſed, 

Iſs, When time gives me a more fair way of opening my ſelf to the 
world, Ile gratifie thee, if you will bat contrive or help to avoid this ſnare 
delign'd tor my ruine, 

Aut, Why, is not this pretty ? ſhe refuſes the thoughts of my Maſters 
ſingly opening of her z yet in a breath, ſhe ſays (bell do it to all the wortd. 

Iſe. 1 muſt confeſs I am a ſtranger, and have ftragled to this houſe, and 
have received my Lady Jolts protection, but yer in return of their bounty 1 
would not ſhipwrack my Fame : where's Margery? Ple ſtraight conſulc 
with her about it. 

Aut. 1 know what ſhell ſay, Pox on him for a Baudy Knight; nay, and 
very likely call him Cuckold too, for ſhe is pretty well acquainted with the 
Conſtitution of my Ladies longings 3 but fince I find thou haſt that out-of 
faſhion quality in thee, Honeſty, Ile aflaſt thee, and ſave thy Mouſe trap 
from being baited with Sir Jefferies dry Cheeſe. 

Iſa. O how ſhall I give thee thanks faſt enough ! 

Ant. ( Aſide) Nota word; I am afraid ſhe's fallen in love with me, and 
will come on with a powder when ſhe falls to: fo to ſecure all, I'1s cell my 
Lady to ſpoil him, and fill my Belly ſoundly to fill hers: Mrs, Jabella, Te 
no; torget you, adieu, [Exits 

Enter Wenchlove ad Margery. 

Marg. You are informed how I have deſign'd the matter ; that is, I muſt 

be brought to your Lodging in a Basket, as ſome Moveable Commodity for 
our ſpecial uſe 4 my Maſter is coming this way, therefore about your occa» 
fjos, V'le be at your Chamber inſtantly. 

Wen. Well, pretty Maid, I will not doubt your performing your pro» 
miſe ; tolay any more, were but to retard my joys; Ple fly to my Lodging, 
where in the dcarexpeRation of your coming Vle languiſh, not to be revived 
but by your ſweet ſight : fo ſweet Miſtreſs adieu. [Exi:. 

Iſa. Oh unkind Wench ! haſt thou forgot thy I/abells, and all thy Vows 
and deſperate Proteftations ? | 
I muft try theevent, Diſpair may bring 
A good (uccels toan indiftcrent thing, Entce 
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Enter Lovechange 

Marg. Since we have agreed no way but that can be ſafe, therefore in that 
great Basket within be you packt up, and direQed to me, I'le find out an ex- 
cuſe for my not ſhowing you, I need not ſay any more. 

Iſa. Ha, my Brother with Margery too | what can this whiſpering mean ? 

Love. Pox on'e, I do love this Wench; butif I can cat a Meal gratis, "tis 
better than to have that Bug-bear Marriage for an everlaſting ſtanding 
Diſh : Te try all ways, if this fail, then Ile take her for better or for 
worſe : Well, into the Basket I go, be as ſpeedy as you can- (Exit. 

Mg. Tle bethere ſtraight, 

Iſa. O Margery ! thy inſtant help, or T am moſt miſcr3ble. 

Marg. Hold, I know your griet, Sir Jeffery, is the cauſe, I heard him a 
dealing with Anthony about it, but Ican blow that off with caſe 3 make him 
an appointment, the time, place, and dreſs, and then lct me alone to com- 
pleat the Comedy. | 

Iſa. Thou haſt mitigated my paſſion with thy promis'd afliftance 3 but 
what ſaid my Brother tothee? 

Marg. Your Brotherz who's your Brother ? 

Iſa. Vertuous Maid, I'le relic on thy fecrefie, Mr. L:vechange is the man, 
but conceal it till your Plot has had its ſcope, then 1'le diſcover more. 

Marg. Ha! you Miſtreſs Ifabell: Lecbenge, and I not pcep into you till 
now; tis ſhe; well, fGince you have told me one thing, then Ple tcll you ano- 
ther to requite you, I love Mr. L»echange your Brother. 

Iſa. Love my Brother, O beware / 

Marg. It my Beavty, which has been flattered for a taking one, can win 
upon his defires, Ple ſoon work him to what F pleaſe; nay, rather than the 
Projce fail, he ſhall enjoy z but fairly, I have another diſcovery, but that's 
for the cloſing pin. 

Iſa» Well, as to your love of my Brother, Te joyn with you when things 
are ripe, I have but one doubt. 

Marg. What may be that I am not a Gentlewoman, you ſhall know that 
there's many a Gentlewoman: has firozakt the Dug: Hark, I hear Jerchlove 


EL muſt retire, call ſor the Basket, all ſhall be well, [Exit-, 
Iſa. Fle force my palfion for once, here's the Gentleman : hold Hearr, 
can he beſo near, and I not reproach him? [ Wench. to thems 


Enter two men carrying 4 Batkgt, Lovechange i»'t, 

Wen. Now Wench, is all ready? 

1/a, 1 have packt her up like a Dormouſe in a Box, I warrant you. for 
hurting her, 7 

Wen, 'Tisa goed Wench, Ile give thee a fine Petticoat for this, 

Iſa. I thank you Sir, when youarc a weary of my Miſtreſs, and caſt her. 
off, as I know you muſt have change, you ſhall have my Maidenhead. at. the 
lame rate if youpleafe, Ple keep it for. yous 

Wen. With all my heart. 


Iſs, Pray uſc her ne're the worſe far my promile.. 
ſp, Pray YP ws ai 
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Wen. The better Ple turn her off within this fortnight, and fend for thee, 
Iz. O Sir !'*tis not fit a Servant ſhould: (ſhift her Miſtrefles Plate before 

the Bones are clean pickt z you have Fleſh enough to hold out a Month, 

Wen. It ſhall be a Month then. 

Iſa. Pray Sir let meask you one queſtion. JYex. Quickly then, 

Iſa. How many Maidenheads have you bought thus? 

Wen. Someninetcen with thy Miſtrels. 

Iſa, Pray let me makeup the ſcore an even reckoning. 

Fen. It ſhall, it ſhall; go away with your burthen-fellows , farewell 
Wench. [ Exit Wenchlove, Baikets 

Enter Margery. 

Mr:23 Now Miſtreſs, what think you of it? have not I taken a courſe 
to let the Blades find their erxour ? 

Iſz. Now I am inſtructed wholly to commend your Vertue, and ficer my 
courſe by your example z *tis time to be gone, Luſt is a guilded Pill, 

Tt mocks the Senſe with plealure, but at laſt, 
The ſhining ovt-ſidc leaves abitter taft. 
Enter Sir Jeftery and Anthony. 

Feff. And is ſhe reſolved ? ſhall I enter the Port ſecurely? 

Ant. The Harbour is deep, yet the water flows but ſeldome, the paſſage 
free from drownding : But ſhould my Lady know this. 

Feff. Oh, ne're fear that, (he has had her fling, and fill ſhe bobs me with 
it, only deviſes totry me, 

Ant. She has try'd you too much her own way, I believe therefore I 
think ſhe need not doubt you now with any other : but the Plot is chus 
the Young Sinner that muſt be, if you can _ her ſo, will come like 
Mother Red Cap to buy Malt of you; then take her into the Counting 
Houſe, and try what Figure you can bring her toz a Cypher you need not 
fear, and the round Q is the compleating of your ſum. 

Feff. Antbony, Vie give thee Mrgery tor this exploit, but you muſi be ve- 
ry careful my Wite take not the ſent. 

Ant. Ve ſet a naked man in her way Sir, that will imploy her longer 
than you will be playing the blunt Prize of dried Mary-boxes, and young 
Coney: Jhans. Enter Wenchlove, two Men, a Barket. 

Mag. Tie vow *tis heavys Wen. That's ſtrange, and-ſhe a light Wench, 

Man. You ſay true Sir, 'tis enough to break ones back. 

VyYen. His miſtake hits upon truth, reſt you a while then, O witty Luxus 
ry ! how it accutes invention, makes barren faculties veget new iſſues of 
rare conccipts : Pox on't,here*s Sir Jeffery Folt, he'll certainly (top me: Oh 
how I long toſee how ſhe looks after this cloſe continement ! ſhe thinks to 
haye me cloſer anon , and ſo ſhe (hall. 

Feff. O Tony! fo there's VYVenchlove, what muſt we do with him? 

Ant, We<ll enough, he's upon the like deligu, ſee what's in the Basket. 

Zeff. O Mr. VVenchlove, what's here? let's (ee, I can't open it 3 what's 


io'c? what's in't ? 
Vy. n. 


[ Exenuts 


bh wow of < Ms 


ro1ng]g 


— 


The Merry Milkmaid of 1/inztor. 17 
Wen. Would *twere his Wife, Fd be revenged for this rudeneſs : let it a. 
lone, Sir Jeffery, *tis only a thing that I havea great mind to experiment. 
Feff. Look Toyy, what ſhall Ido now ? [| Enter Art. like Mnther I.ed Car, 
Ante To her, ne*re mind him, ne*re mind him ; now 'ware a Storm, © 
Feffe *Tis needleſs to trifle time, I love, and mult enjoy thee. 
Art. Oh tic Sir ! what will your Lady fay to this, if webe catch'd > 
eff. Fear not that, good Cuckquean, \he!1 ne*re think of ſuch a thing, 
en. What, Mother Red Cap ? how goes Cakes and Maidenheads ? This 
is not Mother Red Cap : what, my Lady Fol: ? 
Art. Let him ne*re ſee my face more. O indignity tomy B-auty ! die you 
weak Villain : O me ! how ſhall Ivent wy paſhon ? 


Love. I can hold out nolonger, let me out, [Lovechange in the Barker. 
Ant. Whence came this voice ? whac, have you got an Humble Bee in 
your Basket, or a Fleſh Fly ? [ Comes out. 


L;ve.Udsdeath,l have been ſufficiently mortifi'd. Fx How came all this? 

Love, Vle tell you, bargaining for a little pleaſure with a young Gentle- 
woman, whom I thought to be a Wanton, ſhe ingaged me in this Adventure 
to come to her, 

Wen, Pox on't, I am baffled in the ſame Nooſe, 1 expected her to be in 
the Basket : Oh! where is this witty Contriver 2 

Mearg. Hcre Sirs, and am come to laugh at all your follics; for 1 know 
Sir Feffery is in the ſame Labyrinth; but we muſt make all well again, for 
he was ſer on by Tony, and me 3 but he and ſhe thought it true, Madam Fole 
is privy to all this, 

Art. *Tis truth, Feff. this Ple forgive, but no more, if you do, I go to 
work : Now Girls, it you were well htted, a Husband is the leaſt you can 
expe z and now Margery PFle diſcover, you was my Brothers Daughter, put 
to me to conceal for a time, the reaſons beft known tomy (elf. 

Iſa. To avoid prolixity, ſee Iſabella, whoever had a Chaſt Flame for this 
wild Wenchlove, and Margery for you. 

Love. Then by juynt conſent we'll end the day with mirth : to Paucrar, 
and be marri'd ſtraight Siſter, Iam glad I have found you in no worſe Come 

any 
, Wen, Then vertuous Iſabella, do you forget what Heats of Youth has 
made me guilty of, and le rergyember tobe ever juſt to you. 

Lve, And thou, Margery,deſervelifmore than | can ever repay or expreſs. 

Marg. Let me have but all you can do, and I'le never complain. 

Ant. No, *\is I muſt complain, that thought to have had Margery inftcad 
of my wages: but for this trick, the next Maid that comes, down the goes, 
after once ſhe has dropt a-Duek to my Lady, 

Art. You (ee, Gallants, what ſucceſs attends your Enterprize, 

Henceforth account not every lively Wite 
Waaton, becauſe (he lives a merry lite, 

Feffe So here's a double comfort, being wedded, 

She's neither falſe, nor am I jealous headed, | Exerext. 
FINI $. D : 
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The PROLOGUE. 


Orr not t expelt from hence the Modiſh ſport, 
Abuſing either City, or the Court : 

The Poet's mannerly, and cantons too, 

And neither will affront himſelf, nor you. 

* Faith, both are needleſs, ſince "tix done each day, 
By you who judge, antFhim who writes a Play < 
Nor does he Controverſies ſet afoot, 

But t/ inks it better if none elſe wou'd dot 

Nor tells you wheat Religion he is on 3 

May be, like ſome of you, be ir of none : 

Tow'r eafily plexi'd, and pleaſe the Poets too, 
Now that the Critichs have no more to do: 

The Devil's in them that cenſure Farce and Show 3 
Who'd be a Poet then, at leaft to you ? 

Who, when be writes, is fool and Coward too, 
How 4» you murther men of that Profeſſion ? 
There's hardly one that ever ſcapes a Sej,on : 

For once be courteous to a Country Muſe 
Untanght, ſuch Tricks the Wits of London uſe 3 
4nd in ſhort time, he may find out the way 

To write fine Poppet Plays as well as they. 


The EPILOGUE. 


Nd how ? and how ? Gallants, what is't but ſo? 
Our Female Sex abhors ſhort things, we know, 
But tell me,* Faith, is it not better far 
To ride in Flying Coach, than Droniſh Car ? 
Great Theaters, like Husbands cloy'd, move on, : 


Without long preparation nothing's done ; 

We finiſh thrice, ere they have once begun. 

One bout for Broths and Felly coſt you there 
More than would buy fix merry Puſhes here ; 
Nay, to oblige you, we'll truck Ware for Ware, 
Tell me, good Houſwifes, is not the pleaſure more, when Butter quickly 
Than to be three long hours a jogging of your Bums. ( comer, 
To -you, Gallants, our ſport no trouble brings, 

All your delight we knows in little things : 
Likewiſe we ſo unconſcionable are, 

We covet to enjoy you only h.ye : 

Tet- for variety, try all ihe reſt, 

That will convince you our things are the beſt, 

See us again when you have roam'd your fill, 

And, like good Wives, we'll make you welcome fill, 
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LOVE loft in the DA*R-: 
OR, 


The DRUNKEN COUPLE. 


ACTS 


Exter Calandrino, #44 Muggulla. 


Cal. M Adam Muggulla, you moſt joyfully are met to pleaſure me; 
Muz. It may be fo; I us'd to pleaſure many.: here lies my 
way; I do beſcech you, Sir, keep your own Voyage, 

Cal. Nay, be not ſo (bort, I muſt with you. 

Mug. With me / Ipray Sir; what, what Sir, do you ſte in mc? 

Cal. Do not miſtake me, dear Beauty, rathing but honeſty i'faith, 

Mug. Hang honeſty, Trump not me up with honeſty : dv you mark Sj", 
L have a charge, and a ſpecial charge Sir, and'tis not honeſty can win on me 

Sir. Cal, Prethze conceive me rightly... Mug. 1conceive you, 

Cal. But underſtand, 

Mmg. I will not underſtand, I cannot, nor I do not underftand. 

Cal. But prethce AMnggnlla, let my young Maſter Camille ſee thy MiltreG 
but look upon her, and F you ſtand by. 4 

Mug. How's this ? ſhall I ſtand by ? what do you think of me 2 Now 
by the vertue of the place I hold, youare a paltry Squire to tempt my truſt 
thusz I am no Helen to be defloured of my Loyalty, by your fair Janguage., 

Cal. You miſtake me ſtill, 

Mug. It may be my place will bear me ont in'e, and will miſtake you fill, 
make your beſt ont. Cal. APox upon you, let him but have a glance at her, 

Mug. The Devil's in you, he ſhall never ſee her, . 

Cal. This is a Croan in grain thou art ſo tefy, prethee take breath, and. 
know- thy friends, 

Ms”. I will not : I have no friends, nor will I have any this way : but 
now Icall to mind, why will heſce her ? 

Cal, B:cauſe ſhe loves him woundily, and he loves her totally. 

Mu;. She hates him damnably, moſt wickedly, take that upon my word, 
and ſwears her eyes are ſick when they ſee him: how fearfally have I heard 
her rail againſt him, and caſt, and rail again ? call for hot waters, .and then. 
rail again ? 

Cal. Yle believe a Witch that has been nine years dead, before this, 

Mug. I have heard her ſwear, that he is the beaftlicſt man: what a grief 
muſt this be ? Sir-reverence of the Company, a rank Whoremaſter, ten Li» 
very Whores, ſhe afſur'd me on her Credit, with weeping eyes the ſpoke it, 

anal. 
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Caliſta, a vertuous young Lady in love with 4doric, 
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Munegulla, the Nurſe, 
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CT 4 


Exter Calandrino, sxd Muggulla. 


Cal. M adam Muggulla, you moſt joyfully are met to pleaſure me: 
Muz. It may be fo; I ug'd to pleaſure many.: here lies my 
way; I do beſcech you, Sir, keep your own Voyage, 

Cal. Nay, be not ſo (ſhort, I muſt with you. 

Mug. With me ! Ipray Sir; what, what Sir, do you ſte in mc? 

Cal. Do not miſtake me, dear Bcauty, rothing but honeſty i'faith, 

Mug- Hang honeſty, Trump not me up with honeſty : dv you mark $i", 
L have a charge, and a ſpecial charge Sir, and'tis not honeſty can win on me 
Sir. Cal. Prethze conceive me rightly. Mug. 1 conceive you, 

Cal. But underſtand, 

Mmwg. I will not underſtand, I cannot, nor I do not underftand. 

Cal. But prethce Muggulla, let my young Maſter Camillo ſee thy Miltre(s , 
but look upon her, and do you ſtand by. 

Mug- How's this ? ſhall I ſtand by ? what do you think of me 2 Now 
by the vertue of the place I hold, you are a paltry Squire to rempt my truſt 
thusz I am no Helen to be defloured of my Loyalty, by your fair Janguage, 

Cal. You miſtake me till, 

Mug. It may be my place will bear me oat in'c, and will miſtake you till, 
make your beſt on*t. Cal. APox upon you, let him but have a glance at ker, 

Mug. The Devil's in you, he ſhall never ſec her, . 

Cal. This isa Croan in grain thou art fo tefty, prethee take breath, and. 
know thy friends, | 

Mx”, I will not : I have no friends, nor will I have any this way : but 
now Icall to mind, why will heſce her ? 

Cal, B:cauſe ſhe loves him woundily, and he loves her totally. 

Mu«3. She hates him damnably, moſt wickedly, take that upon my word, 
and ſwears her eyes are ſick when they ſee him: how fearfally have I heard 
her rail againlt him, and caſt, and rail again ? call for hot waters, .and then. 
rail again ? 

Cal. Vle believe a Witch that has been nine years dead, before this, 

Mug. I have heard her ſwear, that he is the beaftlic ſt man: what a grief 
maſt this be? Sir-reverence of the Company, a rank Whoremaſter, ten Li» 
very Whores, ſhe afſur*d me on her Credit, with weeping eyes ſhe ſpoke it, 

anal. . 
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22 Love loſtin the Dark ; or, the Drunken Couple. 


and ſeven Citizens.'Wives, beſides all Yolugtcers that ſerve under him, and 
of all Countries, Cal. The Devil never father'd ſuch a Lye. . 

Mug. Bcſides, ke is fo carelcfs of his body, which is a foul fault in him, 

Cal. Come, leave fooling, *tis a meer Fable drawn from thy Ancient Ver- 
tucs 3 may. be *tis hex Maid is angry with him, becauſe he woo'd her with 
his Honour 3 and you miſtake, 

Mug. She hates him very well too, but her MiRtrels hates him heartily : 
Look upon him !- on my Conſcience ſhe woald (ce the Devil- firſt, with eyes 
as big as Saucers z when Ibut nam'd him, ſhe lept back thirty toot, 

Cal. That's a lye by five and twenty. 

Mag. If once (be ſmell him, (for certainly he is rank, ſhe ſays extreme 
rank, agd thc wind ſtands with him (ſo) ſhe's gone for ever. 

Cal." For all this he ſhall ſee her, and give her ſuch a heat, that the Hoe- 
goe of her Conſtitution ſhall perfume his Chamber for two long hours after, 

Muz. Has he any new eyes when thoſe are ſcratcht out, or a Noſe to clap 
on warm? Is he proof againſt a Pifs-pot ? which if chey bid me, I mutt 
throw upon him. Cal. Well then, a Devil take you, he ſhall not ſec her. 

AMuz. His Dam coddle you for his Supper» it he do. 

Cal. Then be ſo far his friend, good parch*d-handed Mruggwlls, as to give 
her this Letter, and leave thy pleaſant lying, or leave ir in her Pocket, there's 
no harm in it, do't, and Ile take thee upa Perticoatr. 

Mug. Take up my Petticoat, I ſcorn the motion , I ſcorn it with my 
heels, take up my Petticoat., 

Cal, And fo hot, Revercnt Muggul! 

Mwg. Sir, you ſhall find me hotter, if you take up my Petticoar, 

Cal, Te give you a new Petticoar. 

Myg. I ſcorn your gift, give your Malters old Boots, you give a Pctti= 
coat ;: Alas, you'rtoo young Sir, you are too young to circumcrze me that 
Way 3 take up my Petticoat, I am a woman, a Gentlewoman, a woman of a-« 
nother way z he that takes up my Petticoat, (hall have enough to do I war- 
rant him ; I would faia ſee the proudelt of you all dare to doit. 

Cal. Still miſtakes ; what a Pox do-'you look at the wrong end of the 
Proſpe@&ive Glaſs,” EY 

Mg. Pctticoat! you ſhew now what you are 3 but do your worſt Sir. 

Cal, A Wildefire take thee, what ails thee ? 

Mug. I ask nofavour of you, and fo I leave youz an{ withal), I charge 
you in my own name ; for I would have you know, that in this place 1 
repreſent my Ladics Perſon, | 

Cal, The Devil could not have pickt out ſuch a Repreſentative. 

M#z. Upon your lite do not dare to follow me for it you de, I know you 
have a ſtanding that way: but if you do, look to't, look to'r, | Ext. 

Cl, Go, and the Pox go with thee, it thou haſt ſo much moyſture 45 to 
receive it 3 for thou wilt have *um, though a Horle beſtow *urn 3, 1 mult 
deviſe a way, for he muſt (ce her, and very {uddenly 3 and M:dam Perticoat, 
it all che wit I have, and this can do, Ile make you {cl] your charge and yeur 
place. But here they come. Enter 
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"75 Enter Adorio, Camillo, Caliſta, Mirtella. of 

Cam. I know I wrong my modeſty. we 

Adv. And wrong me in being ſo importunate, tor that Incithercan nor 
muſt grant. W 

Cal. A hard ſentence from him, I have choſen my Judge :; Alas Sir, did I 
approach-you with unchaft Defires, a ſullied Reputation, or were deform'd, 
as it may be I am, though many afhrm I am ſomething more than handſome. 

Came I dare {wear it. 

Cal. Or it I were no Gentlewoman, and breed courtefie, you might with 
ſome pretence of reaſon ſlight what you ſhould (ue for. 

Ador, I'm ſure 1 ſhould the Fleas are curſed troubleſome: Hey day ! 
there's a Legion of young Capids in my Breeches. 

Cal. Pray Sir, name my deteRs; when once convinced, I trouble you no 
further, 

Ado. Then I will bluntly and truly tell you, youare too honeſt (a noted 
LibertineI profeſs my (elf) and talk too ſoon of Marriage : Canl part with 
my uncurbed liberty, and on my Neck wear ſuch,a heavy Yoak ? No, lee 
crooked Hams, declining Shoulders, furrow*'d Checks , be aw'd by Cere- 
monies 3 it you love me in the way young people ſhould, Fle fly ro mecc 
you, and well mect merrily. | | 

Cal. "Tis ſtrange (och a man can uſe ſuch language. | 

Ado. My tongue ſpeaks my heart freely : Fair one, think on't, a cloſe or 
private Miſtreſs is Court Rhetorickz a Wifc isa meer ruſtick device 3 and (9 

ood morrow. Cam. How like you this, Caland- ins ? 

Cal. A well-bred Gentleman z I am now thinking whether or no in the 
dark, or drunk, 1 formerly might not have met his Motherz he muſt have 
ſome drops of my blood in him, for at his years I was much of his Religion, 

Ado, You may perccive I ſeck not to diſplant you, where you defire to 
grow 3 for further thanks,'tis needlcfs complement. [Cams ſtops bims 

Cam. Only your paticnce one moment, 

Ads. Sir, be brief then. Mirt. Pray, obſerve. .-[ Cam. /Erugs, makes facer. 

Cal. How he looks like a School-boy that has plaid the Truant, and went 
to be Breeched, Cam. Madam. = 

Cal. A new affliction; after all this preparation, I am obliged to hear you. 

Cam. Madam -=-- whilc I at all parts (without boaſt) his Equal, in vain 
purſue you, you follow one that with winged feet flics from you, and at« 
terpts to undermine the Fortreſs of your Honour 3 nay, and more, your 


Virgin Honour, , 
Ado. My friend Camillo here's an Aſs z what a Devil has he to do with 


Virgin Honour ? when he ſhould ſpeak to the purpole, of the delight to meet 


in the old Dance betwceena pair ot ſheets, my Granam calls it the peopling 


of the World. 
Cal. To vindicate my Honour, is needlgls 3. 1 don't fear the worſt aſper- 


kon malice can throw upvn it, 


Cam. Can you undergo the ſcorn of being refuſed, for which 1 _ 
alles? 
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24 Loveloſt inthe Dark ; or, the Dranken Couple. 
ſuffer? I muſt confeſs it makes for my ends 3 but his ills ſkan't make way 
for my good intents. | 

Ad?, You take that Sir, which yet I never granted. 

Cam. Calandrinc, ſtand to me, Vie force more, Sir, was ſhe, this excel. 
lent ſhe, mad 1 be'a ſlave to your lufts, and uſed as Phyfick aftcr drunken 
Surfeits? mankind muſt riſe againſtthee, muſt we not, Callardrino ? 

Cat. 1, I, come, come, mankind muſt riſe about it. 

[Camillo draws. Callandrino. 

Calift, Marther ! Mire. Help! 

Cal. Nay, nay, fiand ftill, or you'r diſabled for ever. Ads. Uds death, 

Ca'. After a whining Prologue, who would look for ſuch a rough Cata- 
ſtrophe ? nay, come Sir, fearnothing 3 and do you hear Sir, yet I love you 
to0z if you take the Wenchnow, Ile poſt it firſt, then Chronicle you were 
beaten to't, 

Ado. A memorable piece of valour this between you; it may perhaps de 
ſerve her Shooe-(tring for a Favour ; wear it without my envy, but expe& 
for this affront, when time ſerves, I ſhall call you co a ſiri& account, [ Exit. 

Cal. Nay, let kim go to thy Miſtreſs Boyz if I were in thy ſhirt, how I 
could nick it ? 

Cam, Madam, I fear my paſſion has offznded 3. *ewas my exceſs of love to 
do you right, 

Cit. You have ſought my favours Nobly , and I am juſtly puniſhed in 
wild Adorits contempt and ſcorn : more I cannot fzy, but that 1 truly pity 
you, and with you a better choice, which in my prayers, Cawilb, I ever will 
remember, [ Exit, 

Cal. *Tis a ſweet Rogue, what Thunder-ſtruck / 

Cam, I am not ſo happy : O that I were but Mafter of my ſelf, you ſhould 
ſoon find me nothing. @C2/, What would you do? 

Cam, With one ſtab give a fatal period tomy woes and life together, 

Cal, For a Woman, better the Kind were loſt, and Generation maintain» 
ed a new Way, Cam. Yet all this 1s nothing to Califta. 

Cal. Down into the Country amongſt your Tenants, there you ſhall com. 
mand twenty Caliſtz*s, for every night a freſh and lulty one, Nut-b:uwn 
wholeſome Girles, 1 have bred 'um to itz ſhould their Fathers murmure, 
ſtraight his Leaſe is voids 

Cam. Hang thec, and thy folly, come away. 

Enter Caliſta, Mirtilla, and Muggull2. 

Mug. Cenſur'd, Madam ! what Lord or Lady lives worthy to fit a com- 
petent Judge on you ? : 

Calift, Yet black detraQion will find faults, when there are none. 

Her foul mouth is ſtopt 3 you being the ObjeR, reſt ſecure of this, 
all the Braveries of the City run mad for you : Come, come, 'tis nothing for 
you, being a ſimple Maid, that never had a hand in the Honey-pot of Plea- 
{urc, to forbear it: but fuch as have lickt there, and lickt there often, and 
felt the ſweetneſs, will--- | 


[ Exennt. 


Mirt. 


Mo 
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Mirt. How her mouth runs o're with the rank imagination? 

Mug. Tf ſuch can, as I nam'd before, the Kickſhaw bring offered, refuſe 
to take ir, they may be Saiated, though for my part I don't thiok it poſſiviz 
to be deni'd. 

' Cal. Not tir abroad, the uſe and pleaſure of my eyes denied me? 

Mirt. Inſufferable ! Cal. Nor write, nor yet receive an amorous Letter ? 

Mit. Notto be endured, Cal. Nor look upon a man ? 

Mug. Flat tyranny, inſupportoble tyranuy to a Lady of young blood, 

Cal. She is wy Mother that commands it, how ſhall I decliaeit 2 

Mirt, Run away, take any courſe, 

Cal. But without means, how ſhall we live ? 

Mug. What a queſtions that ? as if a Buckſome Lady could want 
tenance in any place in the world where there are men, wine, meat or 
fiirring, - 

Cal. Rather than in a thought or dream, Ple conſent to ought that may 
take from myHonour, 1'le cudure more than my Mother can impoſe up- 
on me, | 

Mug. I grant your Honour 1s 4 glorious drefling, but without converſa» 
tion of men a kind of nothing ſhe may, as well command you when you 
are a hungry not to eat, or drink, or fleep; and yet all theſc are eaſte, com- 
par*d to the not ſeeing of a man : 1 will not urge Cemill,*s love, but make 

iryal of Adorio, Cal. And give my Honour to his luſt, 

Mug.There's no ſuch thing intended, Madamz yet nowT think on't, write 
to*um both, catch one faſty and then throw the other in Mirti/lz*s mouth, 

Cal. *Tis a bufinels to b confidered on. | 

Mug. When the fatisfaCtion of your love's in queſtion, to talk of confi. 
deration is of ro momer:t 3 it your Mother would allow yuu a Dancer in 
the morning to well-breath you, a Songfter in the afternoon to open your 
Pipes, a Servant toair you in the evening, you might bear it ; but not to {ce ; 
or talk, or touch a man, O abominable/ 

Cal. Do not my bluſhes ſpeak how. willingly I would aſſent ? 

Mi-t. Do ſomething, Madam, to deſerve um, and bluſh after, 

Mg. I, I, do ſomething as Mirtil/2. [ Exennt, 


ain- 
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ACT 11, 


Enter Camillo ; Callandrino meets bin: 
Cal. Ir, Sir, arc you ready ? 
Sg Cam. Todo what? I am ſure *tis not yet Dinner time, 

i Cal. Truez but I afher ſuch adainty bit for Breakfaſt, as yet I never 
cook'd 3 *tis not Potargo, fri'd Frogs, Poiato's marrow'd, Cavicr , Carps 
Tongues, the Pith of ag Engliſh Chive of Bect, nor the: Italian oyled Muth+ 
room, and yet a $r4wer On £005 3nd, it you ſhow not an appetite, and a 
firong on”, Plc not fay to egt, but devour > dps Grace too, tor it will 

| not 
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Pot ſtay a Preface : 1 am (ſhamed, and all my provocatives will be jeer'd at; 
Cam. Art thou in thy wits ? what new- found Rarity haſt thou diſcover'd ? 
Cal. Noſuch matter Sir, it grows in our own Country Sir. 

Came Leave prating, and ſerve it up Sirtah, bring in your dainty. 

Cal. 'Twill bring in it ſelf, it has life and fpirit in't, and for proof: Bc- 
hold now, fall to boldly, my life on*t it comes to be taſted, 

Enter Mirtilla with a Letter and a Ring. 

Cam, Ha! Caliſtz*s Maidy you'r welcom fair one, aims your deſigns at me ? 

M.rt. T am truſtcd with a bulineſs of conſequence, which I would to your 
private ear deliver. 

Cal. I told you fo, give her Audience on your Couch, is a fit State for 
ſuch an Ambaſſadreſs ; diſpatch firſt for your Honour, you know what fol- 
lows, Cam» Come Sir, will you pleaſe to vaniſh, or le 

Cal. O Sir! pray don't ; O Sir! pray don't forget how you us'd your 
Taylors Daughter when ſhe brought you home a Stomacher to keep your 
Breaſt warm. [Exit ranning. 

Cam. Now, pretty one, your pleaſure, you ſhall find me ready to (crve 
you 3 if you'l put me to my Oath, Ile take it upon this Book. 

Mirt« O Sir, the favour is too great, and far above my poor ambition; I 
mult kiſs your hand in fign of humble thankfulneſs. 

Cam. So modeſt. 

Mirt, It well becomes us Maids Sir, ſpare thoſe blellings for my Noble 
Miſtreſs, this ſpeaks her chat delires with this Ring. 

Cam. Oh the powerful Charms by that fair hand ſet down , Heaven be 
pleaſed to qualifie this exceſs of happineſs, or 1 ſhall expire with a Surfeit of 
felicity / with what art the cunning Lapidary has here expreſt the Rape of 
Proferpine 1 apprehend her purpoſe, and oblige it, yet not as a helping 
friend, but a Husband ; I will meet her Vertues flame with a lawful heat, 
and warm our Hymenical Sheets with ſuch delights as leave no Sting be- 
hind *um, 

Mirt. You ſpeak well, and I believe you. Cam, Would you ought elſe ? 

Mirt. 1 would carry ſome Love-fign to her , and now I thipk on't, the 
&ind ſalute you offer'd me at your entrance, hold it not impudence that I 
deſire it Fle faithfully deliver it. 

Cam, Akils 3 you muſt excuſe me, I was then my own, now wholly 
hers 3 butthes&s Gold co bind thee till my Advocate, Fle not fail the ap- 
pointed time. [ Exit. 

Mirt. Not a kiſs I wascoy when it was offered 3 and now juſtly, when I 
begged one, am deni'd. | 

IF | catch cither fiill my game's well plaid, 
But if E miſs Pm with repentance paid. [Exexnt. 
Enter Adorio and Muggulla. 

42s. Youare miſtaken, F cannot be the man you are ſemt to. 

Mug. Not you the man, you are the man of men, and ſuch anether in my 
Eadics cye never to be dilcover'd, 


, Ado; 
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'Ado. I am a meerfiranger to thee,- or will at leaſt fecm fo. 

Mug. Still the more probable, fince Ladies as you know affe& Ln. 
dainties : this is not an Age in which Saints live, but women, knowing wo« 
men» Ads. As moſtare at a coupling age. 

. Why Sir do you Gallants trave), but at their returns to diſcourſe 
the difference in forreign Females 3 as the luſty Girl of France, the ſober Ger« 
mx, the plump Dutch Fre, the ſtately Dame of Spain, the Roman and 
ſpritely Tuſcan, the merry Venetian Curtizan, the Engliſh fair Companion, 

at learns ſomething from every Nation, and will fly at all, 

Ado, But may I ask without offence your gravity, what Title your Lady 
bears in this City ? 

Mug. If you were true Town-bred, you would do the buſinefs firſt, and 
ask that after : Sir, ſhe's no Half-crown Trader, nor no Beldam fo frozen 
ups a Feaver can't thaw her, 

Ado. Leave this impertinence, and come to the matter. 

Mug. Impertinence | what my Granams Cat left in the Mault in Impcr- 
tinence teeth if it be impertinent to lay her Name's Caliſta, God buy to 
you, and your impertinence too» | 

Ado.Oh I have heard of her,for Chaſtity and Beauty the wonder of the age! 

Mug. Pray not too much of that Sir, fair and free, T'le ſubſcribe too, and 
you'l find her ſo. | : 

Ado. This can't be Califta, your covering your foul ends with a fair name, 
gives me juſt reaſon to ſulpeR you have a plot upon my life. 

Mug. APlot! very fine 3 nay 'tis a dangerous one, beware on't : I plot to 
bring you in a minutes ſpace to thoſe a man of Snow would ride a thouſand 
miles for you ſhall be received by one whoſe touch would make old Ne- 
ſtor young : a terrible plot, a kiſs then raviſh*d from you by ſ»ch lips as low 
with Net ar, a juicy palm to guide you ſafe toaprivate room 3 but I almoſt 
forget, to make the plot more horrid, the retjring Bout, the (ilver bathing 
Tub, the Cambrick Rubbers, the imbroidered Quilt, a Bcd of Jeſſemine and 
Damask Roſes, a meer Powder-plot to blow youup : and laſt of all, a Bcd» 
fellow, to whoſe rare entertainment all thee are but fools. 

Ado. No more, her breath wou}d warm an Eunuch, 

Mug. 1 knew I ſhould heat him. 

Ado. 1am ficth and blood, your motion I approve, Vle come. 

Mz. My plot's on your lite, a baſe and dangerous woman, farewel Sir. 

Ado. I will along too, come pardon my ſuſpition 3 hear, hear, you ſhall, 

Mng. Iam good-natur'd,” you may do what you will with me. at twelve 
Yle be yeur Convoy. Ado. Idelire not better, [ Exeunt. 

Enter Califta, Mirtilla, 

Cal. How do you like my Gown ? Mirt. *Tis rich, and Courtelike, 

Cat. My Mother little drcams of my intended flight, and that theſe are 
my Nuptial Ornaments. Mirt. | hope fo, 

Cal. Hew gully thou anſwereil? doſt thouenvy Agori/'s noble change ? 

Mirt, No Madam, I am a little daunted 3 how to bear your abſence, that 
very thought confounds mc3 fo be devorc'd from all my comfort, can this 


be born with patience? E 2 C ol. 
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'Calift. The neceſſity of my fate commianids'it 3 but I vowby my "doris's 
love, I pity thee. mt 2crdorg 220 os pos Nh; | 

 Mirt. Pity me Madam! a cold charity you muſt do-more, and-help me. 

Caliſt, Ha! what faid you, Imuſt 3 is this fit languagerfor'a ſervant ? 

Mirt- One that would continue your *poor ſervant ; Catz Mirtillz fic 
mourning alone, imagining thoſe pleaſures which you this bleſſed night_cn-- | 
joy in the imbraces of your Lord, and mine too, in being yours ? ſhall a '' 
tiranger ſow you up in a ſheet to guard that Maidenhead you. mult pretend 
to keep, and *ewill b:2come you? -thall another do'this, and F pine with envy ?: | 
Pardan me, cither let me go with you, or by my life L will diſcover all, 

Calift. Thoucanſt not be fo treacherous and crucl, 

Mirt. Pray doit tempt me , for *tis reſolved, 

Caliſt. Prethee Mirtilla be not fo violent, 1 am fo taken with thy affection. 
to me, I will ſend for thee, Mirt When ? 

Calift, This very night, by Adorio IT will, 

Mirt. Forgive my boldneſs paſt, *Ewas my zeal to ſerve you, 

Calif. I thank thee for'e, Mir!. You'l keep your. word, 

Clift. Stilldoubtful, , 

Mirt. Now Fortune play thy game, 

It ſhall be hard but 1 will hit my aim, [ Exits 
Exter Adorio, 

Ade. *Tis eleven by my Watch, the hour appointed, 1 hear none flirring, 
{ome cursd bufiachk keeps her Mother- up ; Vle walk a little circle, this ſho, t- 
delay 2Micts me, and I preſume to her it is no pleafure, [ Exit, 

Enter Camillo, Callandrino, 

Cal. What's now to be done? would T were a Bed, I am fo ſleepy: by 
this hand Ple break the houſe for you tomorrow, and (he ſhall be yours by 
fair or foul means. 

Came. Thisis the time, I take it, I was ordercd by Mirtilla to come 3, ſhe 
may perhaps, to take the air, open the Caſement, 

Cal. Wouid you we:e in her Cellar, fo I werea B:zd, 

Cam. And looking out, will be a new-Star to be gizcd on by me with a+ 
doration, : | 

Cal. Is not here fine foolivg ? Pox of gazing, ard fighing, and peeping, 
and prying; if you muſt go to't, put her to the [queak at firſt ſight, and 
there's an end. (Within. 

Enter Caliſta, Mirtill2, 

Caliſt. Mirtilla, Cam. *Tis her voice, Caliſt. You heard ſome footing, 

Mire. Moſt certainly, . Caliſt Speak low, my love Adorio, 

Cam, The darkneſs befricnds me now, . myſt honuur'd Madam : 4 /orio, 
your ſervant, *' 
* Calift, It you- are ſo, Ido commend your ſilence, and this kiſs affares you 
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I am wholly youre, | [ Exit. 
Cal. Now miſs, ard way you be gelt, | 
Mzrt. Madam, t hivk co£ Miriillas | [ Exit. 
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e374 [11.0 39] 03 yIkit!; Enter Adorio, T7 
"Adv.' This fownch amazethume. 3: but here comes ſome- body, | 
 Lionis ik tO) Exter Mirtilla, * 
. Mirt. Whether ſhall I fly for ſuccour ? | 
Ads. Theſe arms ſhall be a Cattle of defence3 how her heart beats take 
comfort, dear Caliſta, Addtia'loves you,. loves: you in a Noble ways ſilence 
becomes youttill we arc in fafety © 4 + wu } 
Mart; ©-bleſt crrour! ; -'; ; @ 27 
+ . Enter Camillo! 
Cam. They have caft me, and ſay I muſt' wait; but I have-found ſome of 
their Cordials may be a provocative that was: prtgared to jivable me to pers 
form the Marriage night-duties, up it- goes, þ&:it what.;jt. will. 1 cannot 
dread any danger where ſhe is: *tis pleaſant, ſome reſtorative to animate 
their ſpiritss this nights ratnble, with''ather inoumbrances. of buſtneſs, has 
almoſt tired me ; -I fecl flcep apprehendingme for my neg!e& of nature, it 
is too powerful, I muſt obey. [Sits down. 
Enter Muggulla, 
| Meg. 'Uds death, 1 can't find the fleepy portion that's prepar'd for my 
Ladics Mather ; What Dormouſe aſlecp a ready? much good may women ex- 
pc& from you ! what a Devil do you mean to do? my old Lady's coming thts 
way 3 here's a lump of Sluggard : | youlje with a Lady, you lie with a drun- 
ken Sow, fo you will be taken napping 3 thy Noſe ſhall pay for this, 
Enter Calilta. [ Muggulla within. 
Clit, Whatgs the matter you ſtay ſo long? 3s'hefallen -all:epr>phow Ca» 
millo, who Ltook. for 4derio ! wake him, and bid him be gone,,/ \j 
Mug. 1 mult carry him on my back then, for any:way elfc he is got fit to 
go? is he nordead 7 cold by this hand, [ Falls et of the Chair. 
Calift, O,Q ! call in his man, let him remove him; he has got ſome. 
hurt in his night ramblee, and comes here to dic, ro have the ſhame tall upon 
me, | Enter Calan. Muggulla.. | 
Cal. Stark dead ! are you ſure ? you have held him-at hard ſervice ; Vle 
be: hanged if Mwggnlla has not thrown.him on his back,. for the's an old 
Swinger at theſe ports. | 
Caliſt. Leave your idledifcourſe, and-convey him away- 
Mug. Oat of the houſe you can*t'carry him, your Mother mult fee it done- 
Caliſt. Scarch him C/andrino, if he be not wounded any where, 
Cal. O here*'sa large wound ! how itis {welled ! 'this: : 
muſt, this muſt be cunningly . drawn out, ſhould :it * His Pocket, then 
break, *cwould ftrangic him; O what a deal of foul his Pu*fe. 
matter*s here! chis-has been a long time of gathering: . 
here's a gaſh too in the Rimb of his B:{ly,"it may have matter-in't 3 he was 
a cholerick man I ice z what comes from. him'& as yellow as Gold; how, 
troubled with the Stone / Ple cut you far this, - 1: 
Mz, It mult be fo, he has drank the fleepy; portion which was dcfigned. 


tor 
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for your Mother, ſo that we'll kay him in the great Cheſtin thenext Room, 
may be when he awakes we may havea more fit opportunity to let him out. 
Cl. T had rather bury hin quick than part' with my purchaſe ; lee his 
Ghoſ walk, I care not : who's that? where's the Cheſt? I am afraid her 
Mug. A (brilt voice, it comes with the wind. | 
Cal. Then Ple take this way.  Calift. Why, Sir ? 
Cal. Becauſe I'le truſt my heels before all 'the winds in the Sky; we arc 
far wiſer than our Granſires were 3 and thus Plc prove it, they fay, haſte 
to the beginning of a feaſt, there I am with 'uta 3 but to the end of a fray, 


that's Apocr 1, 'tis Canonical, aot tocome there at all: after a Storm, . 


there are ſtill ſome drops behind. 
Mrg. Pure fear has made'the fool-a Philoſopherz come, help away with 
him- £ | 
Cal. He's wondrous heavy, but the Porter's paid, there's the comfort, 
: { Lays him in the Cheſt, and falls upon bim. 
Calift. Away, my Mother will come out, 
Cal. Now if he wakes not, Tam made for ever 
And if he does, *twas but a fools endeavour. [Exit. 
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ACT IIL 


Enter Adorio aud Mirtilla, 
Ade. As ever man thus croſi ? S 
Mirt,So bleft I hop't to have been 3 this is the fineſt wild Chace, 

Ad». What's that you mutter ? 

Mi-rt. A ſhort prayet, that you may fad my Lady, your wiſhed- for love, 
though I am loſt for cvers  [Camillozy the Chef. 

Cam, Calandrino, light a Candle, *tis horrible dark. 

Mirt. O me! what's that? from whence could that come ? 

Ade; 1 don't know, may be the old Lady has diſcovered our coming. 

Cam, Draw the Curtains, Iſay, you Raſcal z what a Devil do you mean to 
do? Advrio will get there before I ſhall come. 

Ado, If it be a Spirit, it made uſe of my name *tis ſomewhere in the room. 

Mirt, T am afraid, yet dare not ſtir, for fear you ſhould be found here, 

Cam. Sixrah, I ſay Caliſta made the appointment, and would you have 
me fail her, Rogue, Dog, D-vil? 

Ado. It muftbe ſome Imp, it has the Dzvil ſo frequently in's mouth. 

Mir, I tremble to think on't. [Cheſt. 

Cam. *Zounds, T'e ſtay for this damn'd Dog no longer. [Riſes out of the 

Ado. My courage fails me, doubting *tis not mortal. 
- Miri, Oh'the Devil ! the Devil / 

Cam, What can this mean? that ſcem'd to be Adio going out ; how 
came I- to have this wooden Tenement ? this room they left me in ; now 

| | dare 


[ Both r#1 out « 
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dare not I call Muggulz, becauſe T'am ignorant how matters eo i 
houſe, Caliſt. What noiſe was that I heard ? - oi ao 
Exter Caliſta, 

Cam. Madam, T know not, nor what cauſed it; but I am io as much 
doubt as they capld be in fear, how by what means1 was laid in this Cheſt ; 
Providence I muſt ever bleſs that it proves ſo well, ſince you allow on't, 

Calift. What's this ? *twas neceſſity made mie ſo careful of your proceed- 
ings 3 now you'r at liberty, I deſire your abſence, | 

Exter Adono, Mirtilla, 

Cam. Madam, *tis ſtrange, but for once Ple withdraw, and xender you my 
hearty thanks for the care you have uſed to preſerve me (ate, and your own 
Honour, [ Exit. 

Calift. My lov'd Adoris, though diſaſterous chance has made me lament 
thy abſence, it pays me ample ſatisfaction that Lam now poſleſtof thee, - 

Ado. Away : have you plaid your game with him, and now come to mc 
to retrieve your appetite? 1 muſt reaflume my ancient Faith, all Woman- kind 
is falſe, [ Exiz. 

Calift. Falſe man, bdt more treacherous woman, *tis apparent you joyntly 
have conſpired againſt my weaknefs, for which expe@& my juſt angerz reply 
not, ; Exit. 
Mirt, She commands both, one-isenough for me, - 

It Ibe falſe, Love is a treachery. [ Exit, 
Enter Calandrino, a Bottle of Five. 

Cal, Good ſpeed on all ſides, *tis main ſtrong Wine : O the yauns chat 
Mugenlla will make ! look to your Stern , dear Miſirels, and ficer right : 
Stay, let me ſce, Ple try her by thy Noſe tirfi, for (if ſhe be a right Sow, ſure 
ſhe'll find it : yonder ſhe comes 3 O how ſhe holds up hex Nole like a Fenner 
in the wind of a graſs Mare ! 

Enter Muggulla. 

Mug. *Tis Wine, Par ſure *tis Wine, excellent ſfixong Wine, very / good 
Wine ; this way too, | 

Cal. How true ſhe hunts, le make the Train alittle (ixonger., 

| [ S; 32s, Fane. 

Mrz. Stronger and ſtronger Rill, till bleſſed Wine. ' 

Cal. Now ſhe hunts kot, 


Mug. This way it went :ure, 
Cal. Now ſhe's at a cold tent : O well hunted ! that's ſhe ! thar's ſhe / 


Mug. O it I could bur fce it ! O what a precious ſent it has 7 but handle 
it, and then but taſte it, | 

Cal. Now Tlecome 1n view. 

Mug. Scill *tis ftronger : Calendrixo, what haſt thou got there ? an'wer 
tO the point man, 

Cal, *Tis Wine, Madam Muggulla, {weet Sweet>wine. 

Megs Is this adriak tor Slaves to tipple on ? dear ſweet Sweet-Wine come 
bithex 3 give me a Bottle thou moſt debauched Drudge. _ 
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- Cal. With no/\{mall pains Tpurchafed*this 6n- purpoſe for you, to thew 
how willing Tam to give you all my'ſervice. Wet NI 

Mug. I will give thee more :. there, kiſs my hand on't 

Cal. 1 thank yoa cleatilily for your dirty favour 3 how rank it ſmells ? 

- - Mug. By your leave ſweet Bottle, and ſweet Sweet-wine, I now come to 
thee, hold your Capunder, 

Cal. She ſucks off her ſweet Sweet-wine, (weet, ſweet, ſweetly : how do 
you like it? | j 

Mug. Hold up your Cap again Sir, -and now come kiſs me : ]le be your 
friend at a word Sir ; come, drink to me, 

Cal- I muſt not be too bold with this liquor, ; 

Mag. Here's to thee then 3 *cis for thy good, *tis confeſt ; nay, *tis naught 
for thee, and may chance to make you break out, and fpoil thy complexion : 
*(js excellent for mc, I have a cold Stomach, and the Wincs- 

Cal. Blows out at both ends. 

Mug. Kiſs me again, thou ſhalt kiſs Calits too: again cheriſh thy lips, 
Tie ſhow thee all, 

Cal. Bleſs my eyes ! 1 

Mug. Enter all the ſecrets in my Country Commands, and thou ſhale be: 
my Hcir, and Plc leave thee Heaven knows what. 

Cal. I believe ſoz but I ſhall never know. 

Mug. Then you ſhall have my Daughters two fweet Wenches, but you 
muſt commit with me firſt, and ſhow your f{clf a Gentleman, 

Cal. Excellent Miſtreſs Muggwlls, I thank you heartily. 

Myg. And prethee, Calandrias," take heed of being overtaken with too 
much drink, *ts a Jamentable. fin: O *cis a damnable thing to be drunk, 
Heaven can't endure it! And -hark you; one thing [ would -have you ao, 
knock my Hasband on the Head, for he's an errant Puppy, and cannot per- 
form 3 why, where the Devil 15 this fooliſh Battle ? 

Cal. O how her Husband would cry, did he know how drunk the will 
be with this Wine / 

Mug. Who's that talks of Wine there ? _ 

Cal, I think *tis your Hu:band at the door. 

Mug. Bing him before me, Ple beat him damnably ; nay, break the Bot- 
tle about his Pate, then tye it to his Tail, and all the Dogs in the Town 
(hall follow him :. Come, tit down, and let us propound a modeſt queſtion, 
to ſee who is drunkeſt, you or''T. | 's 
Cal. The very ſent has diſabled me; what's the queſtion ? 

Mrug. Whether J/ biteball or Cheapfide be nearelt; WWherſftenes Park? or 
what's the natural reaſon, why a woman ſhould long, to make her Husband 
a Cuckold? Bring the Curate , that leazn'd Philaſopher, that found out a 
Pudden had two ends, let him with his Facib's Staff diſcover what is the 
third part of three farthings, three half-pencebeing the half; and I am (z- 
tished. oy 1 VE 11); 


Cal. You blow me downwith -your - Leamings: -/;: - 
| Mug. Too 
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Mvg. Too much: for that Bull-head, my Huzband: Haog him, he's but 
the ſhadow of « man of action, adebauch'd Pappy, let him ſleep, and thou 
ſhalt — —— _ nh : b wan tin ei bY | 

Cal: You area very loving worthy woman, Thad: as liy d ai 
ſhould have lain in the Hogetis. mw OILY 

Mug. Not a word of Wine Callandrine, or any thing like. Wine or any 
thing concerning Wine, or by , or from, or with Wine: Come, lead me 
like a Counteſs, FERC "(Exeane 
Enter Adorio, Mirtilla, Und -—. 

Ado. Then it ſeems you ever have affected me. 

Mirt. Should my Lady ſtand by and hear't, and in her ſudden fury kill me 
fore, I durſt not Sirdenyits nor is it me alone, but all our Sex, x chi k 
and bound to be enamonged of — 1 T _ 

Ad:. O my Fate! I am juſtly puniſhed for my defended wantonneſy : 
that ſcorn'd the Miſtreſs when ſhe ſoughe me, rs I would upon: my == 
receive her, am become a Prey unto her Bond-woman : thou art one of thoſe 
aim to be the wrong way Ladifi'd : Was there no. forward Page or Foot- 
boy in the Town to do the feat, but, I muſt be choſen for the Execationer ? 
how durfi you hope it? | 

Mug, Kings ſometimes leave Calveare, Salmon, and eat Spratsz in mode- 
ſiy Idare ſpeak no more. h 

Ads. How cam'ſt thou tomy hands ? 

Mire, My Lady being flipt afide in the dark, fearing her Mother ſhould 
find out the appointment, and, as I chought, quitted the houſe, thanks ro the 
darkneſs of the night, running after her, I run into-your arms; and L had 
wrong'd my breeding near the Court, had I refuſed it.- H 

Ado. You expe ro reap the Harveſt of your Flattery, but your hopes w{ll 
be blaſicd : I aſſure youll am tired, I muſiſlep; you cuutd liedown too 

Mire. Willingly, fo you pleafc to aſe mc, : 

Ad», Ule thee? 

Mirt. As your Pillow Sir, I dare preſume no farthee, 

Ado, Well, fit downs 

Mirt. lam ready Sir. ; ”7 

Ado. So ads. (Sis _ 

Mirt, Wy aQive, =_ would be a ſlow thing, reſt ſ-curely 3 Sir, on my 
Maidenhead, Ile not ravith you, Lays bit bead in her 

Ado. For one fo fair, le truſt you. [Lo CO 

Mirt. Let all the joys of reſt dwell on his Eye-lids3-let no dream di» 
ſturb your ſoft and gentle flumbers : I cannot. fing, but le talk you aſleep * he 
ſnores already : Ian all fire, I canno longer forbear, Ple touch his lips, I am 
intranced 3 our Fancy, (ome (ay, in fle:p works 4tropger, 4 will prove how 
far mine will work, ' 's | «| Sleeps. 


Fater Catandrino, | ; 
Cal. My Bones ake with ſleeping cn the Bench, and I am'exceeding cold 
after my heat » I muſt ſeek 0.t a mere convenicat Truckle-Bed ; Ha ! do I 
' F dream ? 
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dream ? No\/no, I'wake 3 25 Fliye Aderio in.a handſome Wenches Lap: O 
Whorſlon /-you are btter ad d that I have-becn with. my old 
drunken She-goat; Te call my Maſicr and: his Miſtreſs to &his Pageant, this 


may work more upon-her than all he can ſay : Maſter, Madam, come forth. 


_ Enter Camillo. Caliſta. | | 

Few Well, what's your: hafly buſineſs? what, have you ſeen the Devil? 
or. how ? | | . | 

Cals. No Boy, ro 3 but here are ſome that you thought not of. 

Calift. Adorio. NA | 

Cala. The Idol you uſed to worſhip. 

Calift, Is this MirtiÞa ?-I1 was but a Cloak to his intended Villany. 

Cala, I knew *tyould take, 

Cam, T'le not kill him ſleeping y but if you pleaſe, Vie wake him, aud 
then make him fall. a Sacrifice to.your juſt anger. 

Calg.. No,reſerveyour blood for a better uſe. 

Caliſt. My tond ove is turn'd to extreme hatred, his very (ight is odious. 

Cala. Thave thought of a puniſhment for 'am, aad then leave him to his 
Harlotry ; if (he prove not torture enpugh, hold me an Afs : I aw their 
_— not far off, Ile cut their Girts and Bridles, and turn *um vut to the 
Raad, |; 

Cali/t. In his Hat he wears a Jewel, which this faithl.(s Strumpet, as a 
Salary ot her Luſt, deceiv'd me of z he ſhall not keep it tomy diſgrace, nor 
will I ſtir tiH 1 haveiit. 

Cala. I am not a profeſt nimmer,.yet I'lemake a ſhift ; by your leave Sir, 
Tis rcſtitutjon 3 pray bear witne(s I donot ſteal it; here *cis, 

6 aliſt, Take it not as a MiſireG's favour, but a firong afſurance I am your 
Wife, - 

Cam. O Heaven ! 

Cala. Pray in the Church : let's away : have you not been billing in the 
Hay, and ſo deſerved this unexp<&:d favour ? 

Cam. You'r pleaſant Sir, come, will you walk. 

Exit Cam. Caliſta, Calandrino. 

Ado. As thou art a Gentleman kill me not baſcly, give me leave to draw 


my Sword, 
[ Adorio ſtarts up, bis Hat falls off. 

Mirt- What's the matter ? do you dream? 

Ade. A fearful one 1 dream't;,, methought Camillo's Sword was at my 
Throat, 'Califts frowning by, commanding him, as he defired my favour 
ber favour to ſtrike off my head. 

Mirt, Meer imagination 3 here's your Hat. 

Ado. But where's my ]:wel ? 

Mirt. I lookt upon when you ſlept. | 

Ado. What's come on't then? Reſtore it 3 thou haſt itz force me not to 


ſearch thee : 


Mirt. Scarch me, 
Als 


oo OO 
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Ado, You was bffore your Ladics entertainment a Night-walker, traded 
io picking of Fockets, when tame Cally's charmed with your ' proſtitute 
fattery, vouchſafed to imbrace you. | 

Mirt. Love, give place toanger z wer't thonan Emperour, *twas falle; in 
thy tceth 1'le tell it thee, ſteal what T'prefent. 

Ado. This will not do, though thou haſt ſwallow'd it, Phe: rip thee up, 
but Ple recover it. 

Mirt. Help, help, help, murther / 

Ado. What, a new plot ;, let mehave if; 1 ſay. 
: Enter Calandrino and Dancer. 

Cala. Hey day | at it afore folks! fie for ſhame you are a hot Cock of 
the Game» 5 

Mirt. O me wretched Maid / [Mirtilla ſwoonds. 

Cala, Hold her up, ſhell fall again befor2 her time elſe: Come, come, 
Miſtreſs, the man's a wel-timber'd man, he's whole Cheſted, and may be a 
lictle forward with his work, in time'yon wilt make him ride more mode- 
rate 3 thenif he prove not of the right ſtrain, Cuckold him firſt, and after 


' make a Capon of him, never fear a Rape, f;ar him not, 


Enter Camillo, Califta. 

Caliſt. Methought I heard ſome Womens ſhrieks z what, was-it Calan- 
drino? 

Cals, Nothivg, only Maſter Adorio would force her to ſay one Leſſon too 
often over, which is a fault I ſcldomie heard a woman complain on, to refulsz 
that ſort of excrcile. 

Calift. My too fond Love Adorio, I have for ever baniſht from my heart, 
and in lieu, the Holy man has given me to Camille, in whoſe worthy love 


Caliſta muſt be ſafe. 
Cam, Caliſta, you are all goodneſs. 
Ado, Nay then Adorio be a man, I ſee the Diamond ; Mir:illa forgive me, 


thy honeſt vertuous love I will repay 3 take me, and diſpoſe of me as you 
think fit, 

Cala, Chain him up and when you feel the loving hour coming on 
you, let him recreate you, and then to his Ccll again, ina ſhort time you'l 
find him a ſober Companion. 

Mijrt, My heart can't let me give a denial; take me your faithful Hand. 
maid, 

Enter Muggulla, 

Mug. O who ſhall take me ! for ſomething has taken my Husband, the 
Fates be bleſt; but whether above or below he's gone, that matters nor. 

Cala. O! to Heaven he mult go you have been always a carcfal woman 
in that kind : Well, you and 1 will never marry; for now we may drink 
and ſleep together withoat controul, lince that Ram-hcaded Block is rev 


moved, 
Mug. Lord, 1 am fo troubled with the Teago, I bclieve it is becauſe 1 


drink but little Wines» | 
Als. 
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Lary 'Tis. a raw: humour blows up. in your head, you don't take jt often 
ENQCURN., 
*T may b: ſo; teuly Sir; 1don't drink above a Bottle in an hour. 

oo How i ry that a = Mas. Moggrllz, Fle be your Du@Qor, and 
adminiſter cflrRuaily, I warrant you. 

Cam But are your Dancers ready ? 

Cal, All things ready: pray ſeat your {c{ves, that I may have room to 
perform matters of admiration : let your cye be riveted to my heels, and 
miſs not a hair, breadth of _ my footing: cur Dance has a mot melodious 
note, and I command you to have Ears like Harcs this night for our M:- 
ſtcrs Honour, and ſomething of my Worſhip; your reward is eo be drunk 
blind, like Moles, in the Wineecellar, and, though you never ſee after, 'tis 
the bejter : and do you hears wire-ſtring Cats guts men, and irong*breath'd 
- Hoe, boys, for:the credit of, your Calling 3. twang it prrfeQty, as you would 
read your N«ck verſe 3 marſhal your ſelves in the Rear, the Van is ours : 
Come, Mrs. Muggulla, imagine it our wedding day, 

[4 Reuſtick Dances 

Cam. Adorio, Let us forget all but honourable friend{hip, and let that 
Jaſt till Time ſhall be no- more, 

Now may all here, that love, as they areFriends, 
To our good fortunes tind like proſperous ends, [Exeunts 
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The PROLOGUE. 


()" Habits and aur Afting ſuch appears, 
Like weather-beaten weary 'Travellers : 


Who have endur'd more then may here be told , 

From Eaſtern blaſts and ſharper Northern cold. 

Which keeps our ſadded Hearts in deep ſuſpence, 

Wanting a place to fix our Refidence. 

Yet if theſe Radiant. Beauties Will but leaſe. |. 

To ſmile on our Endeavours, "twill mach aA 

Our Cares, abate our Feares': well knowing then, 

Their Influence creates Favours in thoſe Men : 

IWhoſe noble Bounty and Compaſſion may, 

Transform our ſable Night to chearful Day. 

So by your Goodneſs with Your mercy mixt, Ar 
We wandring Planets may in time be fixt. _T 
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Fhe EPILOGUE. 


AS timerous Crack with Bayliffs cloſe beſet, 
Knowing ber Rigging cann't diſcharg her Debt ; 


Scrues up invention to the higheſt pm, 

To make a Trap to catch the Devil in. 
Melting in tears with looks balf luſt half love, 
Hoping the hot-rem'd ravenous Foe to move ;- 
Sighs in his Boſom, Sir, if you'l be kind, 

T would do, you.know what , you know my mind. 
The zoatiſh bell-hound boyling i in a-Feaver, 
Cry's damn the Plantiff, ſwears he'le never leave ber. 
Imagin now the feat-is done, and ſhe 

Is gone and clapt him for bis Courteſie. 

T juſt like ber, have ventur'd out to you ; 
Could 1 but wheedle and ore come you too : 
Then like a loving and a-fearful Elf, 

I'd ſend you ſound away, be clapt my ſelf. . 
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POLITICK WHORE: 


O'R, | | 
The CONCEITED CUCKOLD. 
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# 
4 # 


CETHx,. 


Enter Sir Ifaac Jealous, Solws. 


to try what Fack Fido does with my Wife; I know no reaſon 
why I ſhould truſt.him more than'all the world, 1 do remember he told 
her I bought the Bucks Head. and therefore deſerved to have the Horns : 
though I bid him try her, .I did not bid him, bid her with one eye love, 
and with the other wink at a Friend : What pains we Husbands take to- 
be miſerable, and as many words do aptly. hold concordance to make 
one ſentence : Juſt ſo many cauſes ſeem to agtee, when conceit makes 
us Cuckolds, and here comes apparent proot 1123 3k 

* :\: Enter Fido leading Innocenti2. 

hand in hand : How their palms meet ! That graſp begets a baſtard. 

Fido. By your white hand, I [wear *twas only to. | 

I/a. Poyſon of Toads between you. 

Innocentia. Fida you have well fatisfied me. 

I/a. Infatiate Whore, could not 1 fatisfic you ? I ſhall commit a mur- 
der if I ſtay : Ple go forge Thunder for you; what Plague can tran- 
ſcend a whoriſh Wife, and a perfidious Friend, Traitor tb Truth, anc! 
Friendſhip, I could rip out that bluthing Hypocrite, thy Heart. | 

Fido. What means this Fnry ? 

Iſa. Can you ſpell Stag, Sir ? *tis four letters with two Horns : get 
you-from my fury, for fear of greater miſchief. 

Fida. Thou yellow Fool. 


Iſa. I Have given all the flip on purpoſe, to get home at unawares, 


in 9, 
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; Jn: I would yon would inſtrut tne, Sir, but'how to-underſtand all 


$. 
Iſa. Did ever mortal ſee fo foul a guilt ſtand nnderneath a took fo in- 
nocent. 
Ine. My Lord. 
Iſa. You Whore. 
[ Kitks hey. 
Fido. Weret not. for looking to the Lady, Ide call yourto ſtrict ac- 
count. - - : 
Iſa. Look to her, hang her: let me now ſend her to the Devil, with 
the ſcarlet Robe of Sin ſhe's lapt in, that men ſhould ever marry, and 
when we lay our Heads in womens laps, riſe up with Horns. 
Ino. With patience hear me, good Sir. 
1a. Yes, and go make Potguos 1242-1 
ine. *Tis hte, and fleep will do good, Sir, 
Iſa. Why do you think Pm mad 
Ine. I hope not, Sir 1ſaac. 
Iſa. Then you lye, I am made Horn-mad , 1 ſhall be afted at both 
the Theaters : Oh he that can believe a ſleep's ſecure 
In a falſe Friends Oaths or a bad Wives Arms, 
Trults Circes Witchcrafts, or Calipſos Charms. 
[_ Exit Ifa. Fids. 
Ino. OhSir Iſaac, how faram I inlove with affliction, becauſe it calls 
thee Father : 
Oh Jealouſie, Loves Eclipſe, thou art in thy Diſeaſe, 
A wild mad Patient, wondrous herd to pleaſe. ; 


[ Exit. 
Enter Sir Cornelious Credelus, and Mocko. 


"Cor. My negligencedeferves juſt blame, and how my Policsa will take 
it I cannot tell. 


. Mock, As Snuff does you, by the Noſe. 
[ Enter Fido. 
Fido. Sir Credelus your Servant; I hope your fair Lady's well. 
Str Cor. See, ſee ſhe and her zealous School-maſter : le put you all u FE 
t. 


-on her anon. LEnter Policia, Muchcra 
Mock. Then 1 ſhall have my turn. 


. Fido. You are a wondrous happy man in one ſo vertnous. 
Sir Cor. Nay, you ſhall have no Sir Iſaacs of me, I warrant ye. 
Meck. Nor no Inccentia of your wite, I warrant ye. 
Sir Cor. Sweet Chick I come to take leave of thee, for I am going to 
Jee a Ship launch*d, you may walk and ſee Sir Iſaac Fealouſic*s Lady. 
. Poli. Alaſs ſhe*s too merry for my company. 
«Fido, Too merry , I have ſeen her ſad, but very fekdom merry. 


Policita. 
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Pols. 1 mean Sir, that ſhe can. walk to the Change, tell Tales, run in 
"- Farr h Ladyſh hold 

Mock. y then your ip may hold your tongue, ſay nothih 
and walk in the Orchard. 4 Papas s ET TER 

Poli. She can drink a glaſs of Wine not alayd with Water. 

Mock. Then you may drink a cup of Water without Wine. 

Poli. Nay if a Gentleman comes to her Houſe ſhe?ll let him kiſs her, 
though a ſtranger. 

Fido. Why a modeſt Woman may be kiſt by accident, yet not give 
the leaſt touch to her Reputation..- 

Sir Cor. Well aid, touch her home. 

Poli. Nay, but they may not , ſhe that will kiſs, they fay, will do 
worſe I warrant you. 

Fido. Why Madam I have ſeen you kiſt, may-be againſt your will.” 

Poli. You may be-{ure *twas againſt my will,” though I have been kiſt ' 


| indeed. 


© Meck, There's nothing in thafcan be againſta Womans will, and I 
_ ” ſworn, if my Lady kiſt but one man, *tis becauſe-we can't. ds. 
with all.”.. 

Sir Cor. Nay that L know to be true, therefore ſhe ſhall only kiſs you : 
Fido at this time; nay, come kiſs her, and we are gone. 

Poli. Nay pray Sir Cornelious, ?tis againſt my cuſtomes. | 

Sir Cor. I care not; let naturals love cuſtomes, my humour*s my hu- 
mour : look ye ſhe ſpits, . kiſs her.cloſe. | 

Meck, The nearer the bone, the.ſweeter the fleſh, Lady. 

Poli. How now ſawce-box. as 

Mock, Why Madam, I had but my turn, are you angry at that ? 

Sir Cor. Sirah, go and call a pair of Oars, Auchcraft, prethee ſtay - 
thou .at home with thy Lady, make her merry, get your Inſtrument rea- 
dy. this melancholly will ſpoil her ; make her laugh but heartily before . 
| come home, and Ple give you a Leaſe of forty Crowns per annuze. 

Much. Can you tell whether ſhe be tickliſh or no Sir ? 

Sir Cor. Oh infinitely tickJiſh. 

Much. Þle deſerve your Leaſe befgre you come home again I war- 
rant you. 

Sir Cor. And thou ſhalt have*t 1 faith boy: 

Mock: Sir, there is a boat ready for you. 

Sir Cor. Oh that's well, farewel my dear Policia. 

[ Exit; 

Fide. Adieu Madam, and 'when fo ere I marry, Fortune turn no 


worſe Card to me than you are. 
[ Exit. 


Mock. And when ſo ere I 'marry, Fenn; ſend me a Card may fave 
Fortune a.labour, and-tura up her ſell. . 
"'EExit- 


Poli... 
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Polic. What made him feave you dthind po HP 3 
_ Much. To lye with your. Ladylhip. ., ,  * INE A 

Pelic. How ! | ni 

Much. How ::, Why in the Bed, or. an the Bed; or without the Bed. 

Polic. Why how now 1rchcraft. | 

Auch. Why, the plein truth owt is, T'muſt lye with you. 

Polic. Why, Muthcraft ? TY 

Much. And I know too, that you will Iye with me. 

Polic.” Nay, but 7uchcraft. 

Aſuch. 'A Pox of Muckcraft ;, I am. neither Much Craft, nor Little 

" Craft, but a Barkshire Gentleman, that has heard of your Beauty , aſ- 
ſind thisName and Fortune, ſaught this Service, and tel! you truly 
whatlI gueſs ygqu. _ , PF : 

Police, You will not Rayifh me, Aduchcraft ? 
Much. No; bot unravel you; in two lines Experience writ lately. 
Extreams in Vertue, are but Clouds to Vice; 
Shell do Pth? dark, who is 2th? day too nice. 

Polic. Indeed you db not well to belye me-thus. 

Much. Come, Ple lye with thee Wench, and make all well again': 

* your Husband ſivears ho Women can deceive him, and *twere well done 
to cozen his confidence.” 

Palic. Truly, Muthcraft, ſome Women would do't. 

Much. Who can you chuſe tnore convenient to-practice-with than 

- me, whom he doats on ? . Where ſhall a men find a Friend but at home ? 
ſo break» one Proverbs Pate, and give the other a Plaiſter. Ist a 
Match, ha ? | | | "_ = 

Polic, Well, for once it is ,, but and you do any more, indeed -Ile 
- tell my Husband. 

Mauch. But when ſhall this once be, now ? 

Polic. Now ! no indeed, Mucheraft, it ſhall be ſoon, at Night. my 

*Knight comes home, . | 

Much. Then, how is*t poſlible ? 

Polic, Poffible; Women can make any of theſe things poſlible, 
Auchcraft : many caſualties may croſs us, but ſoon at night my Corne- 
lizs Pm ſure will be fleepy after his hard drinking ; and when well 
drench'd in Wine, he ſleeps in his Cloaths on the Bed fo ſound, Bells 
would not wake him were they rung in the Chamber. 

Much. Then he?ll never dream of our Intrigue. . 

Polic. Now Mockg that makes him merry in his .Chamber , ſhall, 
-when the Candle's out, and he aſleep, bring you into the Chamber. 

Ach. But will he be ſecret ? 

Polic. Will he, good-Squl ! I am not to try him now. 

Much. ?Uds-foot, this is brave, | | 

My Knights kind Fool is my cunning Ladies Knarve. 

*But pray, how then ? 
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Polic. When Mock has brought you to the Bed, give me-but ſoftly a 
touch, Ple riſe, and follow you into the next Chamber : But truly and 
you do not uſe me kindly, I ſhall cry ont, and ſpoil all. 

Much. llſe you kindly ; was ever Lady uſed cruelly th? dark? do 
you but prepare Mocko and your Maid, let me alone with her Miſtreſs ; 
about Eleven I deſire to be expected. 

Polic. And till the Clock ſtrike Twelve I lye alone. 

Much. Now youdare kiſs. | | 

Polic. Once with a Friend, or fo; yet you may take two, AMuch- 
CYATE. 

ad: My Caſt is Ames-Aee then. 

Polic. Dence- Ace had got the Game. 

Much. Well, if yow'l ſet, Ple throw at all. 

Polic. If you throw out, then down you fall. CExennt. 


Enter Innocentia alone. 


Innoc. Here, miſerable Innocentia, let thy ſorrows take breath ; unto 
this Houſe where Gentlemen lodge I was directed, but I here diſcover 
ſtrange actions carried on-in this Houſe : Great Perſons, but not good, 
here nightly Revel in Surfeits, and in Riots; and yet the next day the 
place appears a SanCtuary, rather than Sins foul Receptacle: theſe ways 


have to me ſtill been ſtrangers. 
Enter Bawd and Drudgeo. 


Drud. Yonder fhe walks mumbling to her-ſelf, my Lord Generoxs has 
caſt an eye of liking on her, and you win her but for him, your Houſe 
bears the Bell away acoſt her quaintly. 

Baw. 1 warrant. thee Drudges, 1 can effeft wonders of more weight 
than a Maiden-head : Have I ruin*d {ſo many Cities, Citadels, to let in 
Conrt-Martialiſts,- and ſhall: this Country-Cottage hold out ? I were 
more fit for a Cart than Coach then 'ifaith. How now Phzlice, how do 
you this morning ? 

Inc. Well, I thank ſo good a Landlady. 

Baw. But hark you Philice, is the Door cloſe Druageo ? 

Dru. As an Uſurers Conſcignce : Madge was coming in, till ſhe faw 


the Door ſhut upon her. 
Baw. Ile fet Madge about her buſineſs, and I come-to her : Is: here 


any work for her, with a miſchief to her ? We ſhall have Eves-drop- 
pers, ſhall we ? 

Tnnoc. Honour guard me, how I tremble. 

Baw. Come hither Miſtreſs Philice : Fie, how you let your hair hang 
about your Ears too: How do you like my Houſe, Phi/. 


Tnnec. Well, exceeding well. 
H Baw. 
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Baw. Nay, I know a Woman may riſe here in a Month, if ſhe will 
her ſelf : but truth*s truth, I know you ſee ſomething, as they ſay, and 
{ forth. Did you ſee the Gallant was here.laſt night till Twelve ? 

Iunec. Which of them mean you.? here was many. 

Baw. Which ; hen the white Feather, that-skipp*d in the Gallery : 
Was it white, Drudgeo ? 

Dru. As a Ladieshond, by this five fingers. 

Baw. White ; no, no, *twas a Tawny ; now I remember. 

ov As a. Gypſie; by this Hand it lookt white by Candle-light 
thougn. 

_ That fine Lord is calPd my Lord Generoxs, Phil, a great man, 
Ple afſure you,Pzl. 

Innoc,. His Excellent Carriage ſpoke him of Noble Birth. 

Baw. And this Lord loves you Phillis. 

Innoc. Now Heaven defend me ! 

Bew. What, from a Lord ? marry come. up with a Murrian ; from 
whence came you tro*, ha? - | 

Dru. T tivs nice Madgewas at firſt, if..you remember.. 

Bay. I would have you know Huſwite, I could have taken my 
Coach, and fetch'd .him one of-the beſt Pieces m London, and her 
Husband ſhould have look?d after me, that his Neighbours might have 
noted, and cry'd, Farewel Naunt, commend me to my Unhkie. 

Dru. And yet from theſe perfum'd fortunes, Heaven defend me. 

Imnoc. Perfum?d indeed. 

Dru.- Perfumd; I ama Pander, a Rogue, that han ether like a 
Beggars Rags by Geometry, if there was not three Ladies ſwore yeſter- 
day that my Miſtrefs perfum*d the Coach ; ſo they were fain,to unbrace 
the Side-parts to take-inrfreſh Air. 

Baw. He tells you true, I keep no company, I warrant-you. 

Fznoc. But have yay ſo. many ſeyeral, Women to anſwer ſo many men 
that come? - 

Drs. Ple anſwer that by Demonſtration : Have you not obſerved 
the variation of a Cloud, ſometimes *twall. be like a Lyon, ſometimes 
like a Horſe, ſometimes a Caſtle, and yet ſtill a Cloud. : 

Innos. True. _- 

Dru. Why ſo can we make one Wench one day..look like.a Country. 
Wench, anether day like a Citizens Wife, azother day like a Lady, and - 
yet ſtill be a Crack. 

Innec. VV hat ſhall become of me ? Oh the ſad Curſe 

Of goodneſs, to leaveone woe for a worle. 
Zaw. Come Phil. let*s in, and be merry. [Excunt. 


ACT. 


The Conocited Cuckold. Ws . 


LO —— — 


ACT I. 


Six Cornelius «fſeep on 4 Bed in his Cloaths, Policia in Bed; to 
them , Mocko leading in Muchcraft, | 


Much. Qony ſweet Mocke; are we in the Chamber yet ? 
Ack. I Withina yard of my Lady, and yecan be quiet. 

Auch. Art ſure Sir Cornelii is alleep ? 

Mock. 1 know not, Ple go and ask him. | 

Much. No, no, no, do notawake him, we are undone then, man. 

Mock. Ha, ha, ha, now I ſee Cuckold-makiong is as tickliſh a profeſ- 
ſion C Cunney-catching: my Lord was fo paid with Healths, he's faſt 
enough. 

Much. But ſtill I purſue wonder, why my Lady ſhould preſcribe this 
ſtrange, nay wonderous deſperate way to her deſires. 

Meck. Is that a queſtion to ask now ? would you would grope out 
the Bed, forl fleep in-my talk I am ſure of thar. 

"IP {Sir Cornelius Coughs. 
Much. We are loſt for ever : did he not cough? 

Mock. ?1'is nothing but the laſt Cup'comes up in ſtewd broth if e- 
ver you make true Whoremaſter burn 'me : ſea-fick before you come in 
the falt-water ; let me goinyour ſtead. 

Much. No Vle venture, ſtood aGulph between belching up a Tem- 
peſt. O valiant Luſt! how reſolute thou goeft to Afts unjuſt, Aocks 
gocd night : deſire drowns fear in preſuppos'd delight. 

Mock. Turn of your left hand, *twill lead you to the Devil, «to my 
Lady, I ſhould ſay preſently. 

Exit. 

Much. Let me ſee: Four ſteps on the left hand. I have the Bed, and 
on this ſide ſhe lies: Ud's foot theres a beard, bur alPs well yet; ſhe 
lies on this fide fure : I have her; ?tis her Hand, I know the touch, it 
melts me into paſſion : I have much ado tocontain my wild deſires : as 
the wind ſtrains in caverns lock'd, fo through my big ſwoln yains my 
blood cnts capers. 

Polic. Who's there ? 

Mach. *Tis 1. 

Polic. Mucheraft. 

Mach. Fortunate Machcraft, that was wrapt in his Mothers Smock. 

Polic. Give me your hand. 

Mach. There ®tis: I melt already. 

Polic. Sir, Husband ;, Sir Cornelins, awake. 

Mxch. lamloſt for ever, Madam. 

H 2 Polic. 
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*Polic. Sir Cornelius, Husband. 

Much. 1f I pull too hard, I ſhall pull her out of the bed too, 

Polic. Why Knight, will you not awake. | 

Sir Cor. What?s the matter,. what”s the matter ? 

Much. How I dwindle. 

« Polig. Pray hear me Sir; I cannot ſleeptill you have refoly'd me one 
thing. | 

8 Cor. What is that Sweetheart ? 

Polic. Of all men which do you love beſt ? | 

Sir Cor. That's .a ſtrange queſtion to ask at midnight ; why Much- 
craft. 

MZ And that ſame falſe Machcraft in your abſence moſt leudly 
tempted me to wrong your bed. | 

Much. Was ever waodcock catch'd thus. | 

Sir. Cor. Oh Rogue,.,Ple cut his throat ſleeping, 

Polic. Nay I have fitted him finely. 

Much. Now, now, now, now I am ſpited. 

Polic. I ſeem'd Sweetheart to conſent to him. 

Much. A pox of ſhammings : I were beſt confeſs and beg pardon. 

Polic. Ard to make him- ſure for your reyenge, I appointed about 
this hower, the door left open on purpoſe 

Mxch. Ah. 

Polic, To meet me in the Garden. 

Maxch. AlPs well again. 

Polic. Now Sweetheart, if you would but ſteal down, you might catch 
him, and ſnap the Fool very finely. 

Sir Cor. Oh Heavens what a wench have I of thee ! Ple take my Ra- 
Pier, and the night being dark, Ple ſpeak like thee, as if thou had 
kept val word :' Q Villain, I ſhall have you; do you lie ſtill, and Ile 
bring thee his Heart for thy Monkeys breakfaſt. 

Polic. And would you part unkindly and not kiſs me ? 

Sir Cor. I have no more manners than a Gooſe : Farewell 

My chaſt delicious Girl : what may his life 
Be compar'd to, that meets with ſuch a Wife ! 


[_ Exit. 


Enter Mocko. 


Mach. Hiſt Mocks. 

Mock. Hear Boy. 

Much. Go meet him in the. Garden — and hatk. 

Mock. Excellent : Ile play my Lady I warrant you. Well, I may hope- 
for a Squiers Place, my Father was a Coſtermonger. 

Cw. 
Aixch. Well now 1 ſee, he who would know Hells Crafts in her ny 
rea 
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read it, in brief put him to School 


( Would cheat the Devil of s right, ) 
To a dainty ſmooth-fac*d Hypocrite. [ Exit. 


Enter Sir Cornelius and Mocko. 


Sir Cor. Why here's a Wife Mocks ! 

Mock, Ay Sir, to diſcover upon the pinch to you. 

Sir Cor. Oh what Fortunes-we loving Husbands meet with ! 

Meck, Ay Sir, Fortune?s in the faſhion of Hay Forks. 

Sir Cor. Mocks, thou ſhalt hardly fee a harſh Fellow have ſuch a Wife, 
ſuch a fortunate Wedding. 

Mock, Hell go to hanging as ſoon. 

Sir Gor. No,no ; we loving ſouls have all the luck : "There's Sir Iſaac 
Fealous, what ado there is about his Wife; and now ſhe's fled : and 
what has brought her to*t, but-his dogged uſage of her." | 

Meck. Nay ſhe never liv'd 2 good day with him. ' 

Sir Cor. Therefore the whole Town: rings of the winding of his 
Horns. Had he ſuch a wife as I: what a Villain did I entertain,to teach 
her Muſick ; he has done her no good fince he came, that I ſce. 

Mock. Han him : he has made her a little perfett i in Prick-Song , 
that's all ; and it may be ſhe had skill in that bef6re you married her. 

Sir Cor. She could ſing at firſt ſight by this hand, Mycko: but hark, I 


hear ſomebody. 


Enter Muchcraft. 


Mock, ?Tis he ſure: he has a dreaming Whoremaſters' pe Pray let 
me practiſe my Ladies Part, and counterfeit for her. 
Sir Cor. Canſt thou imitate to the life ? 
Mock, Can 1 ? Oh wicked Muchcraft. 
Sir Cor. Admirable thou ſhalt dovr. 
Mock. Pray be you ready with-your Rapier to ſpit him then; and 
Ple watch him a good turn, I warrant you. 
Much. Hygte they are.: 1f Mocko now comes off with his Part neatly , 
the Comedy paſſes bravely. Whos there----- Madam ? 
Mock, Machcraf! ? 
Much. The ſame. 
Mock, I think this plate lies open to the Air, Machcraft. 
Sir Cor. Delicate Mocks. 
Mock. And truly there's a great Dew fallen to night, the Graſs is 
very wet. ; 
Sir Cor. Sweet-tonigntd Rogue: 
Mock, Come Muchcraft, 
And let us ſport our ſelves in yonder Ruſhes; 
And being ſet, Ple {mother thee yith buſhes. 
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Sir Coy, Oh Villain. i 
L1zuch. Here my Lady , 'it 1s enough my Maſter has now'a Friend in 
theſe days that dares be honeſt. 

©ir Cor. How?s this ? 

M.ck. Nay for thy Maſter, he's a meer Coxcomb, Aduchcraft. 

S r Cer. Out Rogue. 

ſuch. ?Tis but your bad defires that tell you ſo : can I contain a 
Heart, or can that Heart harbour a thought of injury againſt him, under 
whoſe Wing I ſafely ſtretch my Pinions : -has he not nobly eatertain*d 
me ?* Stand I not next neighbour, ſave your ſelf, unto his Heart ? 

Sir Cor. Ay, by this Hand doſt thou. 

Mech. And ſhall I requite bim thus? No Lady, no. 

Sir Cor. Brave Machcraft. 

Mach. I am too wiſe to fall in love with Wo, much leſs with Wo- 
man : I but took advantage of my Maſters abſence for your Tryal, Ma- 
dam, for fear ſome Fellow, *far hotter-rein'd then I, might have ſoughr 
and ſped; and I ſhould be loth a Maſter ſo loving, 

Sir Cor. Shalt have five Leaſes, by theſe Fingers. 

 Mxch. Should have a Lady falſe. TE 
Back Lady to your yet unblemiſh'd Bed ; | 
Preſerve your Honour, and your Lords Calves Head. 

Meck. Well Machcraf: you had been better : if 1 do not tell your Ma- 
ſter of this. 

Sir Cor. He has put him to't now. 

Mach. Thenl zm loſt for ever: You'll turn it all on meI know ; but 
ere Ple live to wrong ſo good a man, or ſtand the mark unto your ma- 
lice, I will firſt fall on my Sword, and periſh. 

Six Cor. Hold, hold man. 

\Mxch.' Ha ;-who are you ? 

Sir Cor. One that has more humanity in him than to ſee a proper Fel- 
low caſt himſelf away, I warrant thee : *tis I, *tisI man; I have heard all. 

Mock, And *twas I have playd my Lady, to have ſnapt you. 

Much. Has ſhe then been ſo good to tell you ? Now I am worſe affli- 
Qed than before, that {he ſhould thus out-run me in this race of ho- 
neſty. 

S&r Cor. Nay, the has bobb'd thee bravely : She bas a thouſand of 
theſe tricks, I faith'man ; but howſoever, what I have found thee, I have 


found thee : Hark in thy ear : Thou ſhalt have five Leaſes, and my own 


Nagg, when thou haſt a mind to ride. 

Mach. Let medeſerve it firſt. 

Sir Cor. Thou ſhalt have *um, I know what I do, I warrant thee. 

'Mxch. I joy in ſuch a Lady. 

Sir Cor. Nay, there's a couple of you, for a Wife and a Friend : thou 
fhalt be no more my Servant ; I had thought to have made thee my Ste- 
ward, but thou art too honeſt for the place that*s the truth ont. 

Mock, 
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Aocko. His ſuperfluity is my neceſlity ; pray let me have it Sir. 
Sir Cor. I will talk with thee to morrow : Afcko, thou ſhalt have 
ſomething too, but Ple to Bed: honeſt Muchcraft,, the deareſt muſt 
part, I ſee; I will fo hug the ſweet Raſcal that thinks every hour ten, 
till I come yonder : -night Muchcraft ; to Bed Mock : 
VVhat delight in life, \ 
Can equal ſuch a Friend, and ſuch a VVife. LExtt. 
Mock, Go ;, and a Cartload.of Horns go-with thee. But ſhall I not be 
thought on for my nights Service ? 
Ach. Why look you : pray forget not you had ſomething. 
Mock, Well : and pray do you remember I had nothing, 
Awcb. Nothing ; what's that ? 
Mock. Nothing before 1 had ſomething I mean ; ſo you are welcome 


from Utopra. 
Ado. You are very nimble., Sir, good. morrov. [ Execunt. 


Enter Sir Cornelins and Fido. 


Sir Cor. Did ever Chronicle match-this couple ? 

Fido. You make me wonder, that both ſhould meet ir one reſolved 
goodneſs unknown to one another. 

Sir Cor. There lies the Jeſt-ont: Sirrah Xocks, come hither. 

[Enter Mocko. 

I do but think, had ſhe met him in the Garden, how ſhe would have 
ratled him. 

Ack, Ay, and ruffled him too Sir; the Camomile would have been 
better for it many a day after. 

Fids. Such an honeſt-minded Servant, where ſhall one find ? + 

Sir Cor. Servant; my ſworn brother, man : he's too honeſt for an 
Office, hele nee thrive int. 

Fido. A Wite; why ſhe's a Saint, one that beares.a good. ſound Soul 
about her. 

Meck, Yes, when ſhe wears her new Shoes. 

Sir Cor. Where is ſhe Mocko 

Mock, Walking a turn or two in the Garden with Avchbcrafe, ſhall.l 
go call, Sir ? 

Str Cor.- No, no, no ?cis pitty to part %um, they are ſo well match'd: 
What are they = ? 

Meck. Why Sir, ſhe was weeping to him; ſhe heard this morning that 
her Conteſſor Father Foſeph was dead. 

Sir Cor. Why now ſhaivt we have her eat a bit theſe five days. 

Mock, She*le Munch the more in a Corner, that?s her Faſts. 

Sir Cor. Nay, do but judge Fido : Whereas moſt Dames gabut once 
a mouth, ſome twice a quarter, and once a year to Confeſſion, and that 


upon conſtraint too ; ſhe neyer miſſes twice a week... 
Fids 
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Fide. * I'rs a ſign the keeps all well at home; they are eyen with the 
World, that to keep tonch with Hezven. 


Enter Policia, Muchcraft. 


Sir Cor. See where ſhe comes! Why how now Chick, weeping ſo 
faſt, this is the fault of moſt of our' Ladies; Painting , weeping for 
their. ſins, I ſhould ſay, ſpoils their Faces. 

Much. Swect Madam. 

Sir Cor. Look, look, loving Soul, he weeps for company. 

Aocko. And I ſhall laugh out-right by and by. 

Polic. Oh that good man ! 

Sir Cor, Why, Bird. 

Fido. Be patient.” 

Polic. And wou'd he go.to Heaven without me ? 

Mocks. It may be he knew not your mind, Madam. 

Polic. He knew my mind well enough. 

Mocko. Why then, it may be, he knew you cou'd not hold out for 
the Journey ; pray do not ſet us all a crying. [Weeps. 

Sir Cor. Prethee, ſweet Birds-n'ye, be content. 

Polic. Yes, yes, be content ; when you two leave my company, 110 
one comes near me, ſo "that were not for ſimple modeſt Auchcraft 
herer 

Moths. As modelt as a Gib-Cat at Mid-night. 

Polic. That ſometimes reads to me ſome vertuous Treatiſe ; were 
it not for him, I might go look content :' but *tis no matter, no body 
cares for me. 

Sir Cor. Good Fido, help to comfort her. [Weeps. 

Mocko. Now is the Devil a writing an Ercomium upon cunning 
Cuckoldmakers. 

Much. You have been harſh to her of late, I fear Sir. 

Sir Cor. By this hand I turn'd not from her all laſt -night ; what 
ſhowda man do ? 

Fido. Come, this is but a ſweet obedient Shower, to bedew the la- 
mented Grave of her old Father. | 

Mocko. He thinks the Devil's dead tco. 

Sir Cor. Prethee Muchcraft walk a turn in the Garden, to get her a 
Stomack to her Dinner ; well be with you preſently. 

Polic. Nay, when you pleaſe; but why ſhould I go from you ? 

Sir Cor. Loving Soul, prethee-take her away. 

: Polic. Pray let me kits you firſt : come, Muchcrafe, no body cares 
OT us. 
Sir Cor. Well, ſhe's a precious Creature. 
| CMuch. ai they go ont, kifes her. 

Fido. *Uds death, he kiſt her at the door : Have I found you Lady ? 

But mum. Sir Cor, 
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Sir Cor. Hark you Mocke, you muſt go and invite my Lady Meriday 
* to Sup with us; tell her my Lady is:never well but in her company. 


Mock. What if you invited Sir Iſaac Fealons, he's ſo me y ſince 
his Wife and he are parted. | 

Sir Cor. Do as you are bid, let him alone : Ple-have no Cuckold ſup 
in my Houſe to Night. 


: Mock, Tis a very hot Evening, your Worſhip will ſup in the Gar- 
en. 
Sir Cor. Why, yes marry, I will Sir; what of that? 

Mock. Why, your Worſhip was ever as good as your word, keep the 
Cuckolds out of doors, and lay a Cloth for my Lord inthe Arbour. 


Exit 
Sir Cor. I have been about a Projett theſe three months, Fids. . 
Fide. What ivt, Sir? 
Sir Cor. To compoſe a Book of my Wives Vertues ; a Pattern for all 


that marry. 
Fide. That will do well, Sir : I have another teofor you ; but that 
well diſcourſe as we go. 
Conceit and Confidence are Juglers born ; 
One grafts in Air, Yother hides the real Horn. 
[ Exit. 


——— a ". 
— — 


ACT III. 
Enter Sir Cornelius like a Fryer, Fids. 


Sir Cor. M 1 fitted Fsdo, aml1 fitted ? 
Fido. To the life, Sir; and able to cheat fuſpition : and fo like 
Father Anthony the Confeſſor, thatI proteſt there's not more ſemblance 
in a pair of Eggs; an Apple- cut in half, is not ſo like. 
Sir Cor. Well, you have counſelltd me te this, and I in this habit ſhall 
know the Core of her Heart. | Ks 
Fido. By this time ſhe may be comming}; Vle ſtep aſide : Yow le tell 
whats done. - 
Sir Cor. What, reveal confeſſion ? But goyour ways; as muchas may 
lawfully be revealed wele laugh at next meeting. 


Fido. Well, much gv6d may you find: 
I have raig?d . wp let who can lay the wind. p 
Exit. 


Sir Cor. Yonder ſhe comes, I can hardly forbear bluſhing ; but 1 muſt 


have a care of diſcoyery. 
I 4 Entc: 
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< We 1 D +1 $11 00 Enter Politia. 
21 194) 

Poli Hail Father. y 947 Of | {'s 

'Si» Cor: 'Wetcome my thaſt Daughter. ' ? 

Polic. Death having taxen my Father Toſeph, to you Hall for abſaly- 
tidN.- 942? [1 Qi, 

Sir Gr. Empty chen my Daug hter that Veſle] of thy Fleſh of all the 
Dregs. $ 3rd lowiw melt; - 

Pate Sie tafbv4 canfolty; my felt-Sin- "nlas, That my "SW <gM 
making myNew Goam ko:mmyaniad, in an' unchriſtien P2ſkou 4 bid ghe 
Devil take him. 

Sir Cor: That wasrſomething harſh, i” = _—_ Prop 0 be- 
cauſe, may be, your T2 _ lies in Be night byini ray to yaur 
ſbeond.: oe Arr Ae Viv} yit } ſ ” OP 

Polic. Next, ina moſt fay age rage, my Chambermaid putting £90! 
mach Blew in her. Starch, I moſt anmerccifully broke her Head. 

Sir Cor. That was raſhly done indeed Daughter : but are you {ure the 
Maids Head was not broke before ? 

Polic. No, no : -ſhecametoime with nexe a crack. about her. 

"8A Cor. Theſe are trivial and light : Have you greater ? 

Polic. Yes Sir, one. 

Sir Cor. One : what ſhould that be, I wonder ! 

-Patte:” One yet remains behind of weight and conſequence. 
Sir Cor. She has trod ſome Chicken to death, I warrant you. 
Polic. Hear me, and let a bJuſh mgke you look red; 

Unſeemly Pve abus*d my Husbands Bed. 

Sir Cor. You did ill todrink fo hard that Night. 

Polic. Alas, you are miſtaken; T have lan with another Man beſides 
my Husband. 

Sir Cor. How ! 

* Polio \Nay the fame way [ uſe to lye with him, but not altogether ſo 

Sir Cor. Death andthe Devil: You're ſomewhat broad. but I have a 
Pennance for yours Whoreſhip. Are you not with' Child, Daughter ? 

Polic. Yes, yes: ſure *twas that Nights work. 

Sir Cor, How know you that ? 

Polic. Alaſs, by experience, Sir : The kind Fool my Husband wiſhes 
all New but like a light piece: of Gold, he's taken for more than he 
we 

Sir Cor. With Child that charpes tog : there ſhould follow a zealqus 
mien, but great. Aﬀairs brooks no ſtay : /You are .ingeniouſly 


- Polib.) Yes indeed, - Sir. - © [ 35 
Sir Cor. And refolve to fall no more e fo! ? 19TGLl! 


-, 


Polic. 
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Sir Cor. Then Lprogounce you here abſoly'd. *Nokr fat jon i. Fen. 

Nance. | > 
© Polic. Any thing. * 

Sir Cor. As the Fatt ſeems ſtrange, ſo blame me ESPE Pedpance 
ve as ſtrange, though 2tis calie performd.: "Tis neither Faſt, Prayer, 
nor Pilgrimage. 

Polic. Let it be what *twill, I vow the performance. 

Sir Cor, Soon at Night, when you are with, your Husband at r Supper , 
or any other way in Publick, 'you ſhall ſay aloud to him', You are not 
this Chifds Father, bat fuch a Man i is; naming he. FINE as ye 
think was Partner 1n your SW, . .-. - 

Polic. Good Sir. s 5 

Sir Cor. This is it I expe&t t6 os done { you know the anne of 
breaking it ; ?tis nothing, 

mare? Nothing.: Is this your Pennance ſo wondrous calie in prior 
mance ? 

Sz. Cor. ?Tis irrevokable. 

' Polic. Iam filent ; ; Your new Pennance may meet. a yew Poormager 
Farewel, Sir. ' | 

You are the cruelPſt &re confeſſed i before" 
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| [" Ext. 
Sir Cor. And this is a trick to catch a canting Whore. Ep, 

* # " ' jo * . - - Ex. 
LE #* / | p 4 «4 r s < ds TL. : # 764 4 4 # . : 


Emer Bawd,,.lanocentiay. Drugeo. 1; 7 
Baw. Come Phillis, be not ſo melancholly,, the Sparks are Romy 


Eg , Enter Sir Liaac FI j&fi 03 ,ncif.20 2200id 


' 
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hints Hood the beamy to.give intelligence Trung \e mo av 

Baw. You are reciprocally welcome, Sir... . 

Sir, fa. What, have you. brought. t this. young wild Bageard to the 
Lure. 

Baw. Faith Sir, tes Atl ingegular yet, Far timk, Bay bring the 
wonder about. © 2ndtveg 21h yiov 2 T 
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Sir Iſa. BleGyoh, feet Miri. wg Deeds ach O87 AF 29 
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"Hoy Fido. | - (11@.,#9% 


Wy "Uds foot, here?s another Fleſhmonger ; I ſmell a Storm. 
Sir, youare methodically welcome; you muſt pardon my va- 
I 2 riety 


iety of phraſe, the Courtiers ne clog us with good words. . 

Sir I/a. What's he ?. | ws wi 

Baw. Why Sir, "tis a German Prince, but a ſpeaks Engliſh. 

Sir 1/a. Did not I charge you to keep her for me ?. how dare you | 
ſet her out to fail ? | 

Baw. Indeed Sir. © 


, 


- Sir Iſa Indeed Sir ; Pox of 'your indeeds' Sir. 


[Kicks her. 
Baw.. Oh ay ves p* THe 
Sir 1/a. You Sir, the ſays, you*r a German Prince : I can't help it. 
fe | 2m [Kicks Fido; they drew. 1's 
Bam. Nay, my Lord. 


Drs. Good Sir, *tis one of the Dukes Chamber. 

Fido. Let, him be of the Devils Chamber. 

Sir-7fz. Sirrah; leave the Houſe, ot I'le thunder. you out. 

Drs. Sir, *tis madneſs to ſtand him. 

Fids. Kickt ; pray that we meet no more again Sir; ſtill keep Hea- 
ven about you. 


Innoc. VVhat ©te thou art; a good man ſtill go with thee. 
Sir 1a. VVill you beſtow a Caſt of your Profeſſion ? 
Baw. VVeare vaniſtfd, Sir. | 
Fimoc. Oh ! what ſhall become of me? in his eye murder and luſt - 
contends. 
| _ Iſa. Nay, fly. not ſweet, I am not angry with you ; do you know . 
me : 
Innoc. Yes Sir, report has given you. to be the Eord Generous, but I 
fear Fame®s a lyar. | 
Sir Iſa. Why ſo, Madam * - 
Fynoc. Were you that Lord, you will not ſure be a ſlave to your. 
Bloods paſſion, to haunt ſuch houſesas theſe :*I crave your pardon for 
e,. Truth has a Forehead free, and inthe Tower of her In- 


my 
vegrity an mane name Virgin. 
ir 1/a. If you rail upon the place ; prethee, how came you hither ? 
BErnog. By treacherous intelligence, honeſt men ſo | 
Ignorant of - the way; through Thieves perils go. This isa 
Cave of Scorpions and Dragons : Oh turn hack ! 
Foads here ingender, *ris the Steam of Death, 
The very Air poyſons a good mans breath. 
Sir I/s. Within there. | | 
Bw. Sir, did you call ? I hope you found her plyant.: Your Coach: : 
Waits you, Sir. 


Exit. 


2 Emer - 
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Emer Bawd, Drudgeo. 
Sir 1/a. You are a rotten Hoſpital hung with greaſfie Sattin. 


EKicks-her, 
Baw. Ah! ah me! 
Dr=. Came this nice piece from France, with a Pox to her ? 
Baw. If ſhe has not. warm?d his Stomach, Ile be flead for't. r 
Exit. 
Sir://a. I have more to ſay, will you meet me at Sir Cornelius Credu- 
tons houſe ? my intents are virtuous, there Ile diſcover. 
Let me borrow goodneſs from thy lip, farewell : - 
Here's a new wonder, [.have.met. Heaven in Hell. 
Exit. 
Imme. I know that voice, I dare not think of..ill, and. I. will meet at 
Sir @rnelins*s houſe : No, Sir Iſaacs 
Had Law to this new Love made.no denial, 
A Chaſte Wifes truth ſhines through the greateſt tryal. 


[ Exit. 


Enter Sir Cornelius, Fido. 


Sir Coy. Let it be carried with a ſilent Reputation, for the credit of 
the Concluſion : I do not deſire to be laught at, rill my deſigns are rips, 
and ſhe has perforn'd her Penance. 

Fido. Is this your Chaſte Religious Wife ? you ſee now ?tis poſlible 
for a cunning Wife to make an Aſs of her Husband. 

Sir Cor. An Al$; Iwill prove a contented Cuckold the wiſeſt man 
in his company. : 

Fido. How.? Prove you that, Sir. 

Sir Cor. Becauſe he knows himſelf. Afocks, Are all things ready to 
entertain our Gueſs ? 


Fiiter Macko. 


| . 
Aﬀetks. Yes Sir, and by the way I met the Knight Sir Zealorſfe, and 
he and a ſtrange Lady do intend to invite themſelves to Supper. to 
Ou. 
: Sir Cor. A ſhall be welcome, he will be fit company. 
Fido. No, | fear hewrongs his Wife.with idle ſuſpition. I dare, ard 
will avow it with my life, Muachcraft keeps before Sir. 
CEner Muchcraft, Policia. 
VVhy dowt you, Mocke, keep all well behind ? 
Jir Coy. 1, and then. there. will be devout Lechery, between _ 
2N 
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TB "thePohtick Whote 7 Or, 
and Buzzard : Mxko, draw,outthe Table with the Banquet. 
OR  ATable furniſl”d with all ſorts of Horns ia Diſhes. 


Poſic; Now fie upon this variety, *tis profane; Chaſtity defend .me 
from ſucha Meeting, .._ 7 | 
Fido. Why Madam, whe s the matter ? , | | 
_ Polic. There was a Lady invitedr6 fuch a'Treat, and going home in 
the dark, though as Chaſte as Night, yet the poor Fellow, her Huſ- 
band, loſt her in athrong,.and the good Soul came home 16 cruſlyd in 
the morning. 4+ | 


4M + Enter Sir Iſaac. 


Sir Cor. Sir ſſaac, welcom. 

Sir 1/a. Fido, I am throughly ſenſible of my Ladies Loyalty, and 
thy true HonourableFriendſhip; I beg your pardon for what has paſt 
in my folly and: rage, and now could wiſh my Lady was here, that 1 
might reconcile my ſelf to her , and obtain her. forgiveneſs for my 
wronging the Innocent. 

Sir Cor. Have a care What you fay, Sir Iſaac: Pray fit; come, 
all ſir. 

Fido. le give youa fair occaſion to produce the performance of 
her Penance. 6 Bs 

Sir Cor. Go forward, Ile catch occaſion by,the-Forelock. 

Fido. Her@'s a Health to you, it ſhall go round.. 

Sir Cor. *Tis a general Health, and leads the reſt into the Field. 

Mockos. Your Worſhip breaks Jelts, as Serving-men do Glaſſes, by 
chance. 

Fido. As 1 was drinking, I was thinking, truſt me, haw fortunate 
our kind Hoſt was to meet with ſo Chaſt a Wife *. Good Sir Cornelius, 
admit Heaven had her. 

Sir Cor. Oh, good Sir, do not wound me ! Admit Heaven had her ! 
*Las Sir, what ſhou'd Heaven do with her ? 

Fido. eur love makes you pallionate, but admit ſo , what, Wife 
would you chuſe ?7- 7 \ YI yo 

Sir Cor. Were Ito chuſe then, as I would I were; fo this were in 
Barbados, I would yiſh Sir, a, Wite {o like my Lady, that once a. Week 
ſhe ſhould go to Confeſſion, aud to perforin the Penance ſhe thould run; 
nay, do naught but Urea ont till it was done. 

Fiae. There's a. delicate AMfomento, to put her in mind of her Pe- 
nance. | ol FOO CLIT I WE 

Pojic.” Now you talk of Dreams, Sweetheart, I'le tell you a, yery 
unhappy ohe ; 1 was a-dream't aſt night of "Auchcraft. NF 

Sir Cor 


Vo 
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Sir Cor. Of Muthcrafr. 

Polic. Nay, I have done with him. 

Moths. Now you ſhall fee the Devil eut-done.” 

Sir Iſa. Pray on _— your Dream, ?will be good diverſion. 

; Police.” Bleſs me, I am ©ne aſhamed Chick; but ”tis ho matter, 2 
Dream's a Dream, and thus it was ; methoue ht, Husbard, Muthcraft 
lay with me. | 

Sir Cer. The beſt friend at home ſtill; Murkeroft ; Could the Devil, 
Sir, perform a Penance neater, and fave his Cn better ? On Wife, a 
Dreams a Dream Iknow: .. | wt 

Polic. Methought I proy'd with Chuid, Sapuchan 

Siy Gor.” Ay, Bird. 

ich." A'pox of theſe Dreams. 

Polic. MethoughtI was brought to bed ; and one day ſitting in the 
Gallery, who ſhould come there toplay at Foyls, butthee and AMuchs 
C7ATk. 

OV Sie Coy: Micherf 281; do you mark that ? 

Fido. Ay ;, and wonder at her neat conveyance ort. 

Polic. Playing, methought he hit you a blow on the Forehead; it 
fwelld fo, thou could”ſt not fee :- at which the child cried. 

Fido. Exc ellent Woman at: a ſhift : but Ple have 4 trick for oy nk 

xit, 

Polic. And my thought at aſt you came thinking to quiet it, and it 
cried the more; whereat pointing to you, away naughty Man, you are 
not this Childs Father. 

Sir Cor. Meaning the Child Muchcraft got ? 

Polic. The fame : And then I wak®d ane kiſt you. 

Sir 1/a. A Pretty Dream, and a merry one. 


Enter Fido. 


Fido: Sir, 1 am told there's ohe Father Amhony,” a FRO man, n, flags 
without to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Cor. With me, or my Lady. 

Fido. Nay, with you, and a bulineſs of importafice. * 

Sir Cor. Pte go ſend him in, and he ſhall interpret my Ladies dreaim. 


(Exit. | 
Polic. Husband, Sir Cornelins, ſtay a little. 
Aocke. 1 (mell Wormwood and Vinegar. 
Fido. She changes colour, Imuſt out again. ain 
1 dt - 


Polic. He will not ſure axle Confeſſion. 
Sir 1/a. We many times make modeſt mirth a neceflity to produce a 
Ladies dream. 
AMuch. 


60 The Politick Whore ; 'Or, 
Much, Would I were in Fravce; how they ſhoot at us? 


Enter Innocentia diſgnis?d. 


JIermoee. 1 am a bold intruder to this-houſe,”and am come in Queſt of 
one my Lord Generons. | 

Sir 1/a. He will be here inſtantly : ?tis ſhe, I can hardly forbear diſce- 
- very, butI wilt bridle till Sir Cornmekas returns. 


Enter Fido, Sir Cornelius like aFryar. 


Fiao, Here's brave jugling ; this Fryar has confeſt, that -you Lady in 
your laſt Confeſſion owned, that Auchcreft had lain with you, at 
which your Husband runs mad about the Garden. 

Polic. Art mad ? deny it, I am undone elſe. | 

Atocks. Father Tony, what a Devil do you mean to do ? | 

Sir Cor. I confeſs it, | deny it ;. I do any thing, I do every thing, I do 
nothing. 

Sir 1/a. The Fryars frantick, and ſo-has wrong'd the Lady. 

Polic. *Tis -my misfortune ſtfl to ſuffer Sir. | 

Sir Cor. Did you not ſee one ſlip out of -a Cloak-bag,' in the faſhion 
of a Gammon of Bacon, and run under the Table among the Hogs ? 

Fido. He's mad, he*s mad. 

Aocke. I, 1, a Tyth-Pig was overlaid laſt night, and.he ſpoke non- 
ſenſe all the day after. 

Polic. Shall I ſuffer this in my own houſe ? 

Mockgs. I'd ſcratch out his eyes firſt. el”. 

Sir 1/a. Faith Madam, the beſt way is to diſrobe this outer Fryar, 
and lay him open toall the world : Tear off his holy Weeds. 

R _ Now my frantick Brother, had you not better ſpar*d your 
reat 
Dos And do you keep counſel no better? well cafe you of your 
ers. 

Mocks. Nay, let me have a hand int; .I'le tear with more zeal than 

a Puritan would a Snrplice. 
 Polic. See what it is to accuſe when your mad; I confeſs again to 
you, this man did lye with me. 
Aockg. And I brought him to her Chamber. 
Fido. A ha houſe ! this Sir Cornelins / 
Sir Cor. How Dreams do fall out true, Wife.? 
Polic. Oh, good Sir, I crave you pardon. 
Sir Cor. What ſay you, Auchcraft ? 
AMwch. You have run beſt Sir, vain ?tis to defend, 
Craft ſets forth ſwifr, but Kill fails in the end. R 
ir Gr. 
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. Sir Cor, You brought him to her Chamber, Sir. 
* Meck. OhSir, I was meerly inveaghe © oo to » - 
Mach. Luſtis ſtilltike a midnight, Meal, .after our violent drinkings : 
*T'is ſwallow'd greedily, but the Courſe being kept, 
We are ſicker when we wake, than ere we ſlept. 

Sir Coy. You, ſhall to Flanders to a Monaſtery, and ſpend your days 
recluſive. CLEFT CICETE] i Yd att 

Polic. Your Doom is juſt; no Sentence can be given * 

Teco hard for her, plays faſt and looſe with Heaven. 

Sir Cor. 1 will buls thee, and bid fair weather after thec. But for you, 
Sirrah. | 

Mock. Sir, I brought but fleſt to fleſh, and you do as much when yay 
bring your Meat to your Mouth. | | 

Sir Cor. You Sirrah, at a Carts Tail ſhall 'be whipe thorow the City : 
I am a Juſtice of Peace, and will ſee it done. 

Mock, - There?s my dream out already; but ſince there's no remedy 
but the Whipping chear muſt cloſe up my ſtomach : I'will requeſt a 
Note from your Hand to the Carman, to intreat* him to drive apace, T 
ſhall never endure it elſe. 

Sir Iſa. *Twas a ftne Penance; but Ohthe Art of Woman in the per- 
formance! | | 

Sir Cor. ?Tis nothing, had ſhe bin in her great Grannums place: 

Had not the Devil firſt began the Sin, ; 
And cheated her, fhe wonld have cheated him: - «| 

Sir Iſa. Now if my ſanocertia was but here:to clear my grief, then all 
our Joys were compleat. | . 

Inc. Then here ſhe ſtands ſpotleſs and innocent Heaven can teſtifie, 
and all good men can't deny. | 4 

Fido. Pleadd my Life and Sword to juſtifie ſhe*s a; matchleſs piece of 
virtue, and ſo receive her. eh | 

Sir Iſa. lam eaſily perſwated tot, for T have made a tryal ont 'my 
ſelf, and found her all Excellence : Oh pardon me. 

Innoc. 1 do; and pray Heaven may : And now, 

Receive me juſt, both in my Life and Vow. 

Sir Iſa. Vice for a time may fhine and Virtue ſigh ; 

But truth like Heavens ſeen, plainly deeſt reveal, 
And ſcourge or crown, what darkneſs:didconceal. 
K [Exr. 
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SEEPEEPLED 
The PROLOGUE. 


JW Jo a Crack,, firſt vent'1 ing on the Sin, 
Does with reluShunty and fear begin. 


As we Gallants ( when, ſuch «50k are here ) 
Produce our homely Cate's plain countrey Chear. 
But yet we ſcorn to do like ſome that write 
Make uſe of Art, to raiſe your Appetite : | 

And make you. think they bave prepar'd a Feaſt , 
When "tis but Husks and Element at beſt. 

No ; we acknowledge we have nothing here 
Worthy Jour leaſt acceptance can appear. 

Yet Juch as our' poor Fate bath kept in ſtore, 

We freely give, and wiſh we could give more. 
And as the Perſian Monarch when diſtreſt, 
Swore filthy Puddle-Water was the beſt 
Pleaſanteſt Drink be ever taſted : So, 

Since ripe Town-Wit does not ith Countrey grow : 
We bumbly hope for once theſe Green Fruits may, 
If not ſuffice, your Appetite allay ; 

And be accepted of. 

Bat if our Fate you otherwiſe decree, 

We muſt ſubmit without reluftancy. 

And m our Ruin we ſhall ſtill reoyce, 

That ſuch as You, "tmas, [gave the Caſting 63 vice. 


The 
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KIGSARNAAANGASANKSKASAKASAIS 
The EPILOGUE. 


| 
|  / EU, Gentlemen, you've heard my Dreadful Doom, 
In a dull Nunnery I muſt now conſume 
My Blooming Youth ; and Watch, and faſt, and pray, 
To take the Guilt of my paſt ſms away. 
But faith, Gallants, T'le ene appeal to you, 
| "Tis damnably unjuſt, and cruel too: 
f Becauſe I once oblig'd a Friend, or ſo ; 
, Muit I to Eternal Penance therefore go ? Te 
_ Mut I, becauſe Thave to ſome been kind, 
For ever be ſecluded from Mankind, 
And thoſe fweet dear delights we reap in Love, 
| - And pine my ſelf away ?.--- Not I by Jove. 
Thanks to- my Stars, our Sex as yet is free, 
Kind England grants us Chriitian Liberty ; 
And ſome of you, no doubt, would-be ſo good, 
To pity and relieve poor Fleſh and Blood : 
Nay, 'tis but a juſt Tribute due to Beauty, 
For you did firſt debauch us from owr duty ; 
You ſubtilly teach us firſt to go aſtray, 
And, would ye, would ye, caſt us then away ?: 
No Faith, I'm ſure ye dare not - 
For if you once begin to ſham us ſo, 
"T would make us Wives, e'ne down-right bone5t grow; 
And then, alas, what would become of you ? 
You'd find but little amorous work to do : 
A Then *faith reverſe my Sentence ; if- you don't, 
When e're you'd do the Feat, be ſure we wont.. 


